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A TALE OF CONSCIENCE 



CHAPTER I. 



** The letnMpective glance 



Of pensive memory fell, with the gleam 
Of hope celestial, on the wings of time.** 

Nine years after the events recorded in our pre- 
ceding volumes, in the opening spring of 183 — , the 
bells were ringing merrily in a sea-port town of our 
western coast, a band of music played on the pier, 
and in the ptecid waters of the harbour, vessels were 
lying at anchor, while the chief object of interest 
appeared to be a steamer, which, for the first time, 
was destined to carry passengers and freight to the 
Sister Isle. Several of these passengers were pa- 
rading the pier, together with the idle and curious 
of the town. '' She ought, by rights, to have started 
to-day," said a sailor, in reply to the question of a 
stranger of noble and foreign appearance ; ** but it's 
all well as it is, for a large party of the passengers 
don't come into town till to-night." 

<< Do you chance to know at which of the hotels 
this party is expected 7" said the stranger. 

" No, sir," replied the sailor. 

*• Nor the number of the party 1" 

1* 
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" There are four, I believe, sir, expected on board* 
Can you give something, sir, to a poor tar, that's 
been wounded in honourable service ! Thank ye, 
sir. ril be sure to find out the party for you, sir, 
whenever they may put up ; but then where am I 
to find you sir 1^ The stranger wrote in pencil his 
temporary address on a visiting card, and throwing 
it to the sailor, turned from him and from the motley 
throng, fixing his eyes upon the steamer, in deep 
and apparently, melancholy thought ; till, at length, 
roused by the national air, now played by the band, 
as they passed him in their march from the pier, he 
caught an object of engrossing interest in a travel- 
ling equipage, advancing with rapid pace from the 
north road, and traced its progress to the principal 
hotel of the place. 

This rencontre, however, produced only disap- 
pointment, for the expected passengers of the Royal 
Victoria steam-packet were still far from the town of 
* * *. Their travelling carriage had, on the pre- 
ceding evening, stopped at a little inn near the con- 
vent gates of Si — , and shortly after, one Of the nuns 
had been summoned to the convent parlour, to wel- 
cotne a long-absent friend. Nine years had seem- 
ingly n^de no change in the fair face of the nun; 
for the wrapping head dress, which had served to 
hide her more youthful charms, equally concealed 
the ravages of time. The hair, the brow, the throat, 
could tell no chronological tales. These nine years, 
also, had been passed, as though they had been 
nine months, in pious useful monotony, with peace 
of mind and heart ; and the simplicity which per- 
vaded thought, language, and manner, assisted in 
retaining the appearance of youth. 

It was not thus with her whom she greeted. The 
interval from three-and-twenty, to two-and-thirty, 
passed in vivid thought and action, and feeling, with 
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joys and sorrows of this earth's emotioDy had 
brought forth, in all its lights and shadows, each 
hidden quality of the mind and heart, and statnped 
its impress on the countenance of the guest. The 
lofty brow was still smooth, candid, and open, but 
there were hollows at the temple, and a depth in the 
eye, which belong not to youth, and something there 
was of an appeal to the sympathy of others, some- 
thing of a softened, matured, and chastened expres- 
sion, which more than atoned for the rich bloom 
which had passed forever ! 

After a long silent embrace, the nun spoke ; " At 
length then, I see and speak to you once more 1" 

"Yes!" Angela," replied the widowed Geraldine 
De Grey, " I have at length returned, to make 
amends, if you be so willing, for the silent years 
which followed my bereavement. I have in truth 
much to tell, and I have therefore resolved to crave 
a night's hospitality at your convent, and some 
hours alone with you, before I proceed on my 
journey." 

" Ah ! how willingly wifl both be granted," said 
Angela ; " but are you alone V* 

" I am not travelling alone," said Lady De Grey, 
" but my companions are at the little inn, until to- 
morrow. I arranged it thus, that I might give my- 
self entirely to you for the remainder of this day, 
having to speak not only of the last two silent years ; 
but in order to make you perfectly .comprehend both 
my position and my feelings, I must give you a rapid 
sketch of those earlier years, and of that lost happi- 
ness, on which I dared not dwell when first a 
widow.'' 

" And can you do so now ?" said Angela, as she 
looked on the faded countenance of the once bril- 
liant Geraldine." 

" I can," replied she, <* for the past now causes 
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DO Strong emotion : I five only in the future ; yet I 
scarcely know whether to tell you at once the step 
I cootemplate, or to lead you to it gradually by a 
history of my life, from the time we last spoke con- 
fidentially to each other.** 

*^ Angela's heart said,** give me the truth at once» 
and afterwards the explanation/' but she had long 
schooled that heart to bear denial, and refusins it 
the indulgence of its tender curiosity, she said, — 
'*I have no choice but for your greater consolation.** 

** Then I will first give you an account of the 
principal events of my life, and of my mental history, 
that you may trace in all, the wonderful mercies of 
our uod. Go, therefore, dear Angela, to obtain all 
necessary leave for remaining the whole evening a 
listener to your guest Find at what hour to-morrow 
I can thank dear mother prioress for her hospitality, 
and then return to me, — ^for the evening draws on." 

This was soon accomplished, and the two friends 
drew their chairs close together. The eventful his- 
tory commenced, and, ere the hour for closing the 
convent door towards the out-quarters, it had termi- 
nated, and Angela possessed the confidence of her 
friend ; but we cannot thus briefly dismiss the joys 
and sorrows of our heroine ; and, while she again 
rests within the convent precincts, we will fill up 
the brief and rapid sketch. 



The title of ** Child of Prosperity" could never, 
perhaps, have been more truly applied to Geraldine 
Carrington, than when, in the autumn succeeding the 
events of her father's return to England, she accom- 
panied him to the chosen land of Italy. Three 
months had she been a member of the holy Church 
she had chosen, or rather, to which she had been 
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chosen by the Divine Shepherd of the fold, and her 
conditional baptism, her confirmation, and the ever- 
adorable mysteries of the altar, had shed their 
strengthening and sanctifying graces on her soul. 
To this interior joy had been added General Carring* 
ton's open sanction of her conduct, which induced 
many of those cherished Protestant friends, who bad 
previously upbraided or deserted her, to return with 
renewed aSection : the Catholic body, to whom she 
had been but little personally known, now sought 
her; she became the object of kind interest to both 
parties, and had but one cause of sorrow, which 
was the constraint and gloom which still hung over 
her father. And from this, too, he aroused as from 
a spell, when again on the Continent ; both heart and. 
mmd expanded, and Geraldine felt once more that 
she was his darling child. 

While on this journey, he related to her much of 
the history of his concealed faith, the premature 
discovery of which had b^en so galling to him. 
** That good creature Goodwin," said he, *' and the 
steward, were, after the death of your mother, the 
only persons entrusted with my secret, except, of 
course, my confessor ; and he had mv promise, that 
I would divulge the truth, and openly exercise my 
religion, as soon as you, Geraldine, should be of age. 
Would to God that I had done so; but military 
distinction engrossed my soul, I yielded to ambition ; 
and Catholic emancipation, which was granted the 
year after my last promotion, sealed my lips, as I 
thought, for ever. Your own proud sense of honour, 
Geraldine," continued he, ** would tell you how im- 
possible it would be to divulge, in the prosperity of 
one's party, whether in creed or politics, that which 
in adversity one had been driven to conceal, and 
you may imagine what my feelings must have been, 
when this avowiil was torn from me by treachery. 
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and made the topic for every idler's comment. My 
only plan since then, in dignity as in policy, has been 
to approve and patronize your open conversion to 
Catholicity during the hateful months of my stay in 
England. It is for me no effort to say, • My native 
land good night.' My nature is too akin to her 
gloomy clouds and chilly temperament. Give me 
my contrast, in the sMhy skies and light-hearted 
peasantry of the continent." 

Geraldine was in too much excitement of happi- 
ness to analyse her father's sentiment; it was enough 
for her that he treated her with love and confidence, 
and with wrapt interest she listened to his subse- 
quent history, especially to the fact, that during 
many years the subterranean chapel in the abbey 
ruin had been the sacred spot where General Car- 
rington had met his spiritual father, and attended 
the duties of his holy faith. 

It was early in October when our travellers enter- 
ed Italy, on the eve of the festival of the Rosary, and 
there were sights and sounds of joy, as they journey- 
ed onwards, to make the hedrt feel as if born anew. 
The rustic altars and the garlands, the votive offer- 
ings, the evening litanies, gave a foretaste of the 
feast which lay before them, when, on the ninth 
morning of their journey, the postilion stopped on the 
noted spot on the level of the Campagna, and the 
General, making his daughter stand on the seat o( 
the open carriage, exclaimed, with the exulting 
Italian, « Roma I" 

"Ah!" cried Geraldine, "do I really behold 
Rome I Rome from whence seems to arise the 
mystic chain of communion with the heavenly 
Jerusalem, and towards which, even from my child- 
hood, my heart has so strongly yearned ! Surely 
it is in mercy to the weakness of his creature that 
God permits me such earthly happiness I" 
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«* You are in the land of enthusiasm," said her 
iath^, smiling, <' and therefore may give vent to 
your feelings without dread of sneer or sarcasm ;'* 
but Geraldine could exclaim no more; her heart 
was too full of emotion as she continued to gaze on 
the *' Eternal City," round which, in homage nature 
sinks subdued* 

On the morning succeediag this, to her, memora* 
ble day of her entrance into Rome, Geraldine visited 
the principal object of interest within its consecrated 
walls, and the joy of her heart continued unabated. 
Her father was her sole guide and companion, and 
his fervour, if not equal to her own, was at least 
sufficient to encourage the free expression of her 
sentiments. Again apd again did they visit St. 
Peter's ; and no Jewish maiden, within the temple 
raised by the favoured king to the Jehovah of her 
nation, could feel iqore the majesty of the divine 
presence^ than did our Christian heroinei when 
kneeling before the altar wHereon was the consum- 
mation of the typical ritesi offered to the same triune 
Deity, in the temple ctf the Christian world. She 
traced the humble rise of the Jewish church, ilyinff 
from their enemies, wandering in the desert, and 
fixing their temporary altar where they could best 
hope for security, — to the prosperous time, when, 
all things being ripe, God commanded that a temple 
should be built unto him, and his ''glory filled the 
house :" she then recalled the similar progress of the 
Christian visible church, passing through the red 
se% of persecution, and desert of famine, fixing their 
altar where they could best hope for security, at 
length could erect to Him this thrice sacred edifice 
for the covenant of the new law : saying with Solo- 
mon, ** Is it then to be thought that God should in- 
deed dwell upon earth 1 For if the heaven and the 
heaven of heavens cannot contain thee, how much 
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less this house T^vhich I have built ? But have regard 
to thy servant, and to his supplications, oh Lord, 
my God : hear the hymn and prayer v^hich thy 
servant prayeth before thee this day, that thy eyes 
may be open upon this house ni^ht and day, upon 
the house of vvhich thou hast said, My name shall 
be there. And when a man shall know the wound 
of his own heart, and shall spread forth his hands in 
this house, then hear thou in heaven, in the place of 
thy dwelling, and forgive !" 

After having given all the time, and thought, and 
feeling, he considered due to St Peter's, General 
Carrington, accompanied by a learned Italian friend, 
took our heroine at once from Christian Rome to 
the ruins of her predecessor, that chronological and 
historical order might be preserved in her sight-see- 
ing. 'Geraldine felt some regret at postponing her 
visits to the other basilicas, especially those of St. 
John Lateran and Santa Croce, but she had no 
avowed wish opposed to that of her father: accord- 
ingly, the following month was devoted to the ful- 
filling the plan laid down, and,' at its close, Geraldine 
had visited every spot of classical interest in ancient 
Rome, and this under every advantage which could 
enhance her enjoyment. Like every Protestant 
female of education, she had, from her childhood, 
been made familiar with the poetical fictions, as 
well as the historical facts, of Roman antiquity, and 
could understand, if she could not always sympa- 
thize in, the classical enthusiasm of her friends. 
Still she had not found in the antiquarian or mytho- 
logical details of temples, tombs, palaces, triumphal 
arches, baths, and aqueducts, sufficient food for the 
present state of her mind ; and the retrospective, 
and more general view which succeeded the indivi- 
dual sight-seeing, was more in accordance with it 
She would now gaze from the tower of the Capitol, 
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or from the terrace of the Palatine Hill» over the 
ruined trophies of the Queen of the Seven Hills : 
tracing her history from the pastoral to the iron 
and then golden ages of her splendour, and through 
those degenerate years which might be termed the 
ages of brass and clay, to the terrific scourges which 
at length laid low the mistress of the world. In 
silent awe and admiration she beheld fulfilled the 
prophecy of the hallowed seer of Patmos, and as 
she traced the immense extent of the ruins, could 
not but join in the predicted lament : '< Alas ! alas ! 
that great city, which was clothed with fine linen, 
and purple, and scarlet, and was gilt with gold and 
precious stones, and pearls, for in one hour are so 
great riches come to nought !" The centre — the 
personification — the essence, as it were, of Pagan- 
ism, who had said in her proud heart, " I sit a queen, 
I am no widow, and sorrow I shall not see," now 
lay humbled in the dust; and Geraldine, touched by 
the remembrance of her genius and her glory, would 
forget that *' she had drunk of the blood of the saints, 
and of the martyrs of Jesus," till the distant dome 
of the Christian temple meeting her view, would bid 
her join the song of triumph, saying, " Rejoice over 
her, thou heaven, and ye holy apostles and prophets, 
for God hath judged your judgments on her, Alle- 
liaal" 

Amongst the majestic ruins stood one which was 
fraught with constant interest to the Christian ; and 
Geraldine, no longer occupied by its details, would 
unWeariedly sit on the moss grown corridors of the 
Coliseum and gaze on the vast area beneath. The 
saidted forms of the early martyrs were grouped 
before her, in venerable age and maiden youth, 
around were the countless multitudes, their subdued, 
but heartless tones of expected entertainment, min- 
gling with the low growl of the beasts of prey in the 

VOL. UL-^2. 
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dens below. Then arose the increased stir of excite-** 
nient, as the guards withdrew from the victims, and 
the keepers threw open the doors of the den, when 
the wild yells of the beasts were overpowered by 
the deafening shouts of the populace; So wrapt 
would Geraldine frequently become in* these vivid 
retrospective visions, that it was difficult to rouse 
her attention to the present soothing and lovely 
scene presented in that vast area ; yet gladly did 
she now look on the cross which marks the conse- 
crated ground, and watch the succession of devout 
Christians kneel and fervently kiss the symbol of 
their faith, and hope, and love; — once the scorn, 
and now the standard of the Eternal City. , 

One evening, one bright Italian evening, when 
Geraldine had revisited this favourite spot with her 
father, they, for the first time, encountered one of 
the many parties of their English acquaintance, from 
whom they had hitherto escaped recognition. Pro- 
testants, English Protestants in Rome, were exactly 
the beings most formidable to the General's morbid 
sense of ridicule, and his tactics had hitherto pre- 
served him from the encounter. The meeting, 
however, was now on neutral ground, and nothing 
seemed likely to prevent each party from being as 
correctly pagan as could be desired. Colonel 
Leonard, fellow-officer with General, when Major, 
Carrington, in the early and glorious confficts in the 
Peninsula, had, since the peace of Europe, become 
a successful author on subjects connected with his 
past career, and at the time of this meeting in the 
Coliseum, was the guide, tutor, and playmate of his 
two fine boys, just emancipated from Eton, filled 
with classical learning and enthusiasm, and with 
levity on every Christian theme. Their elder sister, 
and a valiant old lady, their grandmother, formed 
the family party. After the introduction, and some 
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preliminary talk, the conversation was kept up with 
ease and spirit between the two elder gentlemen, 
and the youngest boy, who seemed under but small 
restraint While our heroine listened for a time 
with interest to the dedication of that vast theatre 
by Titus to his gods, in the slaughter of five 
thousand wild beasts, and the combats of the gladia- 
tors, she thought with admiration also, of the mock 
naval fight, when numerous gallies rode with ease 
in the artificial waters of the area ; but in vain did 
she hope, that when the feats of the mariners, the 
gladiators, and the wild beasts, had been duly com- 
memorated, the blood of Ignatius, Polycarp, Justin 
Martyr, and other venerated Christians, might be 
remembered ; the party moved forward only to be- 
stow lamentations on the broken marble seats, the 
overthrown steps and vomitories, — when, as they 
descended into the area, the cross, from its con- 
spicuous size and position, attracted their attention, 
and a chill struck on Gerald ine's heart on seeing 
her father return the smile and shrug of Colonel 
Leonard, as they together looked on the sacred 
symbol. 

" The French, during their occupation of Rome, 
took the liberty to knock down that huge black 
cross," said Colonel Leonard, " but the pious souls, 
here, have stuck it up again, in defiance of all taste, 
and have also brought back those horrible pictures 
of the pilgrimage of the crucifixion, which are 
enough to scare away all but papists." 

" Look 1" cried Charles Leonard, the youngest 
boy, " if you will watch those people kneeling, you 
will see them kiss that old black cross, to gain two 
hundred day's pardon for all their sins." 

" Come, General," said Colonel Leonard, " now 
is our time, tet us kiss and be cleansed !" 

The General laughed, and the party advanced to 
the centre of the area. 
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" Why does not my father take this opportunity 
to say, that the kissing that cross can release him 
from the guilt of no sin \^hatever?" thought our 
heroine, as she passed with the rest to the spot hal- 
lowed by the martyr's blood, and by the privilege 
granted by the Church. An aged Capuchin friar 
had just given place to a young peasant girl, who 
knelt and kissed, with earnest simple devotion, the 
holy emblem ; and the instant she arose, Geraldine, 
who had lingered behind the rest of the party, knelt 
also at the foot of the cross, and devoutly pressed to 
it her lips. 

" Two hundred days' indulgence for Miss Car- 
rington," cried the young Charles, who alone had 
observed her. The rest turned, and greeted her 
with mirth as a practical lover of a joke, while the 
peasant girl fixed her eyes earnestly on Geraldine, 
and then, reassured by the expression of her coun- 
tenance, smiled, and pursued her pilgrimage round 
the area, where were fixed, at intervals, the stations 
of the Passion. 

** I declare I should never have thought you had 
80 much fun in you, Miss Carrington," cried Charles 
Leonard. 

" But," said his sister, laughing, " do you know 
that these Protestant pranks will not do in Rome, 
Charles ? we must all be on our good behaviour." 

" Ah !" cried the General, entering seemingly 
into the jest, while he cast an awful glance at his 
daughter, *^so, I find, that I am not to trust you from 
my sight, Geraldine. Here, take mv arm.*' 

" Miss Carrington," said Colonel Leonard, ** is 
only following the proverb of doing at Rome as do 
the Romans." 

*< Colonel Leonard," said Geraldine, in a firm 
voice, regardless of the pressure on her arm, "I am 
a Catholic, and may therefore well do at Rome as 
do the Romans." 
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The silence "which ensued was first broken by 
General Carrington, in a voice unchanged to all, 
save one practised ear : " Why, if it be impossible 
not to feel an increase of < patriotism on the plains 
of Marathon,' and of * piety at lona,' who can ex- 

fect to catch no inspiration within the walls of St. 
iter's 1 We are all Catholics, I suspect, if the 
truth were told, while under that dome. And what 
think you," continued he, turning still more confi- 
dentially round to Colonel Leonard, " will be the 
enthusiasm of this pretty little daughter of mine, 
during the ceremonies which are approaching ?" 

Colonel Leonard, much puzzled, gave another 
shrug, said something about beauty in tears of de- 
votion, and of the tendency of the female mind to 
the poetry of religion ; while the General devoutly 
wished his friend, with his party, as far from himself 
and Rome, as might be consistent with charity, and 
the welfare of the Leonard family. 

." What, think you, Colonel," said he, " of winter- 
ing at Naples, and returning here for the Easter ce- 
remonies, according to the usual mode with the 
English in Italy ?" 

Geraldine heard not the plans for Colonel Leo- 
nard's winter and spring quarters, for her heart 
fluttered as it had learned to do in England, and 
many sad though indistinct presages filled her mind. 
They had now reached the Forum, having intended 
merely to pass through its grass-grown solitude. 
But this was not to be: for, on this wholly Pagan 
spot, all breathed more freely, and amidst the bro* 
ken capitals and fallen pillars of the ancient senate, 
the hitherto-silent Henry Leonard was moved to 
eloquence, and his auditors to sympathy and ap- 
plause. Geraldine, seated on stones which once 
had echoed to the harangues, the acclamations, the 
popular tumults of the ancient republic, gazed and 
listened with interest to the young and impassioned 

2* 
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orator, as he recalled the days when Scipio there 
had trod — Cicero there had accused the guilty Ca- 
taline — and there too had Caesar fallen, while Brutus 
had there remembered that he was only a Roman. 
The senate which had dictated laws to the world 
which its arms had conquered, had now passed, like 
its crumbling wajls, for ever. Hushed were the 
voices of her orators, stilled the throbbing hearts of 
her patriots, and tears stood in the eyes of the young 
enthusiast, as with extended arms he invoked the 
manes of the mighty dead, bidding them bring back 
the greatness, the freedom, the stern virtue and pa- 
triotism of their own, their only Rome; for she 
alone had been the queen of cities, the empress of 
the world ! 

As the speaker paused, Geraldine thought of that 
highly gifted scholar and orator, who, like Henry 
Leonard, had been so fascinated by the studies of 
the schools, and the charms of rhetoric, as to des- 
pise the style of the Scriptures, being unable from 
the false glare of his former studies to relish their 
humility, or enter into their spirit, till truth having 
prevailed, and all the powers of that mighty mind 
and glowing heart won over to its cause, the great 
convert had burst forth in a strain surpassing all 
that heathen voice could utter, or heathen thought 
conceive.* She thought too of the vision of Sl Je- 
rome, wherein having replied at the judgment-seat, 
thatihe was a Christian, "Thou liest," said the judge, 
"Tfiou art a Ciceronian, for the works of that 
author fill thy heart." But Geraldine's thoughts 
were recalled from the early ages of the Christian 
Church, when, aroused by the young orator's ap- 
peal, there suddenly appeared from behind the three 
remaining columns of Jupiter Stator, not the ^eat 
father of the mythological world, nor any of bis in- 

* Te D«iim Laudanna^ 



A TAtfi OF 00N8CICNC8. 19 

voked worshippers, but two modern Christians; 
one, by his implements, apparently an artist, and 
the other, — (who, on his approach, was greeted with 
friendly warmth by Colonel Leonard) — proved to 
be that writer on ragan and Papal Rome, whom 
Geraldine had met the preceding winter at Sedge- 
nnoor Priory. After some desultory conversation, 
the whole party, including the artist, a young Ita- 
lian, moved homeward into the- modern city; and, 
as the *doIce far niente' was the order of the day, 
they all by invitation proceeded to the Palazzo 

P , the temporary residence of General Car- 

rington and his daughter. 

The first object which attracted the attention of 
the young Italian, in the reception-rooms of the Pa- 
lazzo, was a Spanish guitar, which, on account of 
its being an old favourite as well as a light travel- 
ling companion, our heroine had brought with her 
from England. From a comparison between the 
guitars oi Spain and Italy it was in easy course to 
try the tones of the former, and, at Geraldine's re^ 
quest, Signer Busto, after a rapid and executive pre- 
lude, accompanied himself in several popular airs 
with great feeling and eflect 

During this performance, the two young Eto- 
nians were disturbing their sister from any enjoy- 
ment she might have had, by sundrv pinches and 
Eoshes, to induce her to obey the will of the elder 
rother, which was, that she should request Miss 
Carrington to sing a new and favourite English song, 
the words of which, Henry Leonard had written in 
the blank leaf of his pocket Horace. 

^*I know these lines by heart," said Geraldine, 
<< and I have often sung them to their appropriate 
air, but my heart goes not with them." 

^ Is that possible ?" cried Henry. " Oh ! do sing 
them, and you will recover your enthusiasm." 

** What are the lines 7" said the General, taking 
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the book, and rapidly glancing through them ; *^ Ge- 
raldine, these are beautiful, and you can, beyond 
any one I know, give them their due force and ex- 
pression. Tune yourself then," added he, " as well 
as your instrument." 

Geraldine complied, and whether from obedience 
or recovered enthusiasm, gave forth the words of 
the following song, with all the mingled pathos and 
energy they demanded. 

'< Rome ! Rome ! thou art no more 
As thou hast been, 
On thy seven hills of yore 
Thou sat'st a queen. 
Thou had'st thy triumphs then 
Peopling thy street, 
Princes and scepter'd men 
Bowed at thy feet 

** Rome ; thine imperial brow 
Never shall rise ! 
What hast thou left thee now ? 
Thou hast thy skies ; 
Thou hast the sunset's glow 
' Rome, for thy dower 

Flashing dark cypress bough, 
Temple and tower 
Rome ! Rome ! thou art no more 
As thou hast been !"* 

When the song had ceased, and while the heart- 
felt plaudits of her auditors were given, Geraldine 
remained in melancholy thought, leaning on her 
guitar ; at length roused by the inquiry, "Why had 
she objected to the song ?" she raised her head, and 
the whole expression of her countenance was see 
to change from pensive regret to the fire of enthu- 
siasm. 

" Who dare say," cried she, " that Rome is no 
more ! that she has nothing left her but her skies ! 
Falsely sang she who penned that lay, who wilfully 

* Hemaas. 
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forgot the martyrs* blood, — the apostles' hallomred 
tomb ! Were there no triumphs peopling her streets, 
when consecrated bands chanted in solemn tone the 
deprecatory Kyrie Eleison, and the plague was 
staid? When o'er the castle, which now bears the 
commemorative name, an angel hovered sheathing 
his sword, while the celestial choir was heard to 
sing the resurrection hymn of Christian Rome ! Are 
there no triumphs peopling her streets, when it is 
hither that the tribes come up, the tribes of the Lord, 
to adore, in the temple of the mighty God, — the 
Lord God of Hosts ? Has He not planted here His 
Church, and given to this nation, chosen to foster 
her, genius withheld from Palestine, that his bride 
may be adorned with every grace and ornament fit 
for her espousals ! Has He not said of the nations, 
by the mouth of his Christian prophet, ' Behold I 
will make them to come and adore before thy feet, 
and they shall know that I have loved thee?' Rome ! 
thou canst never die ! In thee is fixed the mystic 
ladder, whose top is shrouded by the wings of 
angels, and the incense of celestial thuribles. Rome ! 
thou canst never die ! Both night and day are heard 
in solemn chant the praises of thy God. Rome ! 
thou canst never die ! Thy faith shall save thee, 
with thy hope, till merged in the New Jerusalem, 
thou shalt prove indeed the eternal city, glowing 
with charity, for ever in the heavens !" 

Geraldine, while her spirit had been carried on to 
bear testimony of the hi^h position of the Christian 
Queen of the seven hills, the spiritual mistress of 
the world, had unconsciously arisen, and as uncon- 
sciously had her eyes met and fixed on those of her 
father, who, after an amazed and troubled glance, 
had bent his on the ground : nor did he raise them 
till some instants after the deep silence which had 
succeeded this burst of indignant fervor, when, near- 
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ly behind his daughter, in the entrance of the apart* 
ment, calm, mild, and benignant, stood the venera- 
ble and venerated Cardinal W — . " Your Eminence 
is ever welcome !" cried the General, bending his 
knee, and kissing the ring, consecrated by relics, 
usually worn by cardinals. 
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CHAPTER II. 

" There are more things in heaven and earth, Horatio, than are 
dreamed of in your Philosophy.*' 

Hamlst. 

'< Geraldine," said her father, on the following 
morning, " were you aware of the entrance of the 
Cardinal last night/?" 

" Indeed I was not," she replied, " but great was 
my joy at seeing him, for he is a holy man !" 

" I believe he is,** said the General ; " at any rate 
he is a Cardinal, and his presence put to flight all 
those idlers, who had flocked round you, and to 
whom you were playing the improvisatrice, that is, 
you were playing the fool. It was a fortunate thing 
for you, child," added he, *'that your audience 
changed from Protestant to Catholic, and that 
your wild ardour has created an interest for you in 
the breast of his Eminence, for you had been acting 
in defiance of all caution, * di mal in peggio,' ever 
since you kissed the cross in the Coliseum. What 
could induce you to be so incautious before those 
Protestants ?" 

*J I did not expect to be observed," said Geraldine, 
** but to own the truth, I thought only of gaining the 
indul^nce." 

" xou could very well have substituted for that 
devotion, some other good work," replied the Gene- 
ral ; '^ for instance, there are short prayers and as- 
pirations to which indulgences have been granted. 
I should much prefer your saying these quietly^ to 
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any appearance of parade and ostentation, and I 
hope you will remember this, when absent from 
me. The Cardinal's amiable relative, the Contessa 
C — y is much interested in you, and has kindly of- 
fered, not only to conduct you over Catholic Rome, 
but also to supply to you in every respect possible, 
the place of your mutual friend Lady Winefride 
Blount. Now let me hear of no more enthusiastic 
fits.'' 

" Are you not to be yourself my guide, as you 
have hitherto been, dear Padrino?" said Gerald ine. 

" I will escort you wherever the Contessa thinks 
my presence necessary," replied the General, " but 
I have been over these churches, and palaces, and 
studios so often, that unless you make a point of it, 
I would rather be excused." 

Geraldine's heart swelled and her eyes filled with 
tears. 

" Now why is this T" said the General. " What 
is it that pains you?" Our heroine's feelings were 
too undefined for her to reply. " Well, well," added 
he, " I will go with you. But let me tell you, Ge- 
raldine," as she sprang to him with renewed smiles 
and caresses, ''you are a completely spoiled child 1" 

Several families of the English Catholic nobility 
and gentry, were in Rome, during the residence 
there of General Carrington and his daughter, and 
the^ soon became known to all. The pious and af- 
fectionate heart of the Contessa C — nad warmed 
towards our heroine from their first meeiting, and a 
friendship ensued, as advantageous to Geraldmer as 
it was interesting to her elder friend. Our heroine'a 
visits over modern Rome, were from this time under 
Catholic auspices, and treading thus on holy ground, 
with those, who, in the highest purest feelings, were 
congenial to her, she forgot she had ever wept or 
doubted, except when the past was, in gratitude, 
called to enhance the present 
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With her new friend, and escorted either by 
Grenerai Carrington, or some Catholic Priest, Geral- 
dine successively attended the holy sacrifice of the 
mass, and then viewed the monuments aqd relics of 
the seven basilicas, of which she had hitherto seen 
only St. Peter's. During these visits, they frequent- 
ly came in contact with the mere sight-seeing par- 
ties of English, whose presence could not fail to be 
distinguished, by their Protestant disregard of holy 
places and ceremonies. But if amongst the many 
strangers, Geraldine saw a face she knew, it was 
easy to avoid any formal recognition, and she re- 
ceived but little personal annoyance from any of 
her countrymen or women, except the determined 
champion of pagan times, Mr. Ellis, who seemed as 
if determined, or destined, to be met, wherever she 
might bend her steps ; and with his sketch, or note- 
book in his hand, to remain within listening dis- 
tance of all she said. This was the more vexatious, 
as it always involved the disappearance of General 
Carrington from her side, but the annoyance pro- 
ceeded no farther, till one day, waiting on the steps 
of St John Lateran, a little apart from her friends, 
who were busily engaged in some change of plans 
for the morning, Mr. llllis took the long intended 
opportunity of addressing her. " Miss Carrington," 
said be, " I pity you ! You are now able to compare 
the past with the present, and the struggle in your 
mind niust be great,' to preserve truth, and yet not 
risk the imputation of contempt towards this upstart 
city. Your's is not the mind to be dazzled and ca- 
joled by all the tinsel and parade of priestcraft : and 
in spite of the ardour with which some weeks ago 
you cast the halo of your own genius and devotion 
over these monuments of degradation, you must 
now perceive that sad and wide is the contrast be- 
tween Pagan and Papal Roxtie 1" 
**I cannot imagine," said Geraldine, smiling, 

VOL. III. — 3 
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" why Protestants ever visit, still less why they re-* 
visit, modern Rome ; and I must recur to the enigma 
on seeing you, for the second time, in this portico of 
a Christian temple." 

*^ I am here,'' said Mr. Ellis, because I am aware 
of some omissions in the first edition of my work ; 
and as the second edition is soon to appear, 1 am re- 
visiting these basilicas, where so many interesting 
remains of antiquity have been covered or defaced 
by pious moderns. I hope your friends will not 
omit to show you, if they have not done so al ready , 
the four ancient columns of gilt bronze, made during 
the reign of Augustus, from the * rostra' of the con- 
quered vessels at Actium : but, perhaps the remem- 
brance of CsBsar, Mark Anthony, and Cleopatra, 
would be sacrilege and treason, within view of the 
' Santa Scala.' " 

" You are right," said Geraldine, " I might have 
looked with curiosity and interest at these remains 
of pagan antiquity, had they been elsewhere, but 
how remember them when about to view the steps 
which the sacred feet of Jesus Christ descended 
from the judgment-hall of Pilate?" 

'* I wish you joy in believing all these monkish 
legends," said Mr. Ellis. 

"What you offer me in mockery, I accept in 
earnest," said Geraldine. "I do feel joy in my 
belief; a joy, far beyond all that your learned re- 
searches and brilliant reputation can ever bring you." 

" I believe you," said Mr. Ellis, with a smile, in 
which regret and bitterness were mingled ; " and 
perhaps I do ill to destroy a delusion which makes 
you happy, by asking you, how is it possible, that 
this, staircase should, in the first place, have escaped 
the total destruction of Jerusalem; in the next, have 
remained for centuries in obscurity, and at length 
have been discovered by Sixtus V., and set up for 
the adoration of the faithful ?" 



1 
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"Veneration, not adoration," said Geraldine. 
** And now let me ask you, how is it possible that 
these gilt bronze columns, even if ascertained to 
have been formed from the rostra of the ships at 
Actium, should have escaped the sacking and pil* 
lage of all the hordes which desolated Rome, when, 
although these barbarians could not appreciate the 
value of the matchless works of art which they 
destroyed, they yet fully understood the worth of 
metaU and if unseen or disregarded by former 
ravagers, how came they to escape when the city 
was laid in ashes by Alaric 1 Now, spare yourself 
the trouble," continued she, " of giving me proofs of 
the authenticity of these columns, for I believe that 
their history can be traced in a manner satisfactory 
to wiser heads than mine ; but if I give historical 
belief to the authenticity of one relic of antiquity, 
why not do so from authentic records in the other 
case ? Why not conclude that, as the judgments 
which fell on Jerusalem were suspended during 
forty years, the Christians were on the constant 
watch during that period, to secure all the relics 
possible of their divine and beloved Master, and that 
returning from Pella, after the siege, when terror 
and contusion reigned, they secured and concealed 
these precious steps V* 

" I do not pretend," said Mr. Ellis, " to enter the 
list with you. Miss Carrington, because I merely 
pretend to human assistance, whereas, when this 
fails you, the supernatural is always at hand, as it 
was with that very clever and active old lady, the 
Empress Helena." 

" Remember," said Geraldine, « that the super- 
natural aid given to the Empress Helena, when she 
secured and brought from Jerusalem the true cross, 
tlie sacred steps, and other relics, rests on historical 
evidence, so authentic, that it can no more be doubt- 
ed« than that the symbol of our faith appeared to 
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Constantioe, her son, on the eve of that battle which 
in its event, gave peace to the Christian World." 

" I believe one, as much as the other," said Mr. 
Ellis. 

" You will reject neither,*' said Geraldine, " if you 
will permit the powers of your mind to investigate 
and decide, without the interference of the will 
which is biassed, and taking the lead, carries all by 
force, not argument." 

Here Geraldine was borne off by her friends, but 
not to the ' Santa Scala,' as she had expected, for 
that sight was reserved for a day of peculiar devo- 
tion, when pilgrims would be seen ascending tlie 
steps in penitential prayer ; and, accordingly, Geral- 
dine did thus visit it, some months after, with the 
deepest feelings of commemorative interest, when, 
although bound by a promise to her father not to 
indulge in any demonstration of her pious enthusi- 
asm, she watched the train of ** blessed mourners,^ 
and remembered the promise to those who thus 
mourn, " that they shall be comforted." 

With the churches of Saint Clement and Saint 
Agnes, terminated the sight-seeing for the present, 
and Geraldine's visits to the basilicas and other 
temples of divine worship, were, from this time, 
solely from devotion. The season of Advent had 
arrived, and the calm solemnity of the city became 
more established during these weeks of preparation, 
for the dorious burst of joy at Christmas. Amongst 
the English Catholics all gay assemblies were over ; 
but on the Sunday evenings a few friends still met 

in the apartments of the Contessa C , and 

amongst them General Carrington and his daughter, 
the latter pondering over her reluctance to make 
this change from Protestant to Catholic observance 
of the Sahbath. 

" Sunday is a day of joy to both Protestant and 
Catholic." said she to her father, ''and Advent 
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should be with each a time of serious thought, at 
the close of the natural, and opening of the eccle- 
siastical year, as well as of preparation for the 
festival of Christmas. There are fervent and pious 
hearts of each denomination now in Rome, and yet 
how will they misjudge and condemn each other ! 
The Protestants will forget, or will give no proof 
that they remember* this to be a season of peniten- 
tial retrospect and sedulous preparation. On Christ- 
mas-eve, it is true, they will think of the morrow 
with grateful happy feelings, as the festival which, 
excepting that of the Resurrection, they feel to be 
the most joyous of the year ; but previously to this 
all will have gone on as usual, and they will never 
be able to understand the tribute which Catholics 
pay to the holiday of Sunday, by relaxing from the 
austerities of the week, by a little social, though 
private, intercourse in the evening, after the morn- 
mg devotions have been equal to the entire Sunday 
of any Protestant, however pious." 

** Catholics," said the General, " do not drag about 
their sleepy devotion after the time appointed by the 
church, and therefore they are not acting a part 
they do not feel." 

"And yet," said Geraldine, " a Protestant might 
say that much of the Catholic during these week 
days in Advent, which, though not so mournful as in 
Lent, are very solemn.'* 

" They are solemn," said the General, " the 
Church intends they should be so, and therefore, as 
you have seen, all the decorations of the altar are 
covered with the mourning garb of purple, and her 
children are directed to think of their sins, to repent 
of them, confi^ss and make satisfaction for them ; all 
which gives them occupation in exact keeping with 
the penitential season — while on the holy-days or 
Sundays, the commemoration being joyful, and the 
nature of joy being social, they are called on by the 

3* 
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Church to rejoice in her own Catholic and social 
spirit If the divine founder of our faith had not 
intended that our joys should be social, and our 
penitential hours silent and abstracted, why did he 
instance feasting, music, and dancing, on occasions 
of joy, and bid the spiritual mourner enter into bis 
chamber and be still." 

"I have experienced," said Geraldine, " the in- 
consistency, and, to a scrupulous conscience, the 
misery of being taught, that religious joy is anti-so- 
cial — for the heart contradicts that opinion.'* 

" Let Protestants go through all the austerities 
and humiliations to which the Catholic Church 
obliges her children," said the General, " before they 
attack her Sunday. Let them keep all her fasts be- 
fore they quarrel with her feasts ; and let them ex- 
plain why the Church has had authority to change 
the Sabbath of the old law, with no warrant what- 
ever for it from Scripture, and yet has no authority 
to regulate the hours of the day, and permit the rest 
from mental as well as manual labour < after the 
devotions of the morning.' " 

'* The meeting of relations on the evening of Sun- 
day is relaxation sufficient, I should think,*' said 
Geraldine ; " I shall never like to see cards or dancing 
on the Sunday evening." 

"And yet," said the General, "you actually 
clapped your hands for joy, when on the sudden turn 
q{ the road on our journey, just before entering the 
little town of Tavernello, we beheld the peasants 
dancing on the other side of the bridge, and a couple 
of old ecclesiastics looking on, although a little 
apart." 

"It was a beautiful picture," said Geraldine, 
" and more than that, it made me happy to see 
others happy, and so it ever will." 

" Then your objection to dancing on the Sunday," 
said the General, ** is, I conclude, more from your 
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dread of the previous desecration that would take 
place, from the preparations thought essential to the 
entertainments of the great.*' 

" I think you are right, Padrino," said Geraldine ; 
<< for although I might like to dance and make mer- 
ry on the Sunday evening, I could never be recon- 
ciled to inducing servants to break the Sabbath by 
manual labour, which Catholics deprecate as much 
as Protestants. I have no scruple, however, about 
these little « reunions' at the Contessa's, where is 
neither feasting nor dancing, but a great deal of in- 
teresting conversation.^' 

It was on one of these Sunday evenings, in Ad- 
vent, that Geraldine met for the first time, her 
celebrated countryman, the Rev. Dr. Wharton, and 
esteemed herself happy in being a listener to his 
varied and ever instructive conversation; and, at 
length, in being invited to speak freely to him on the 
subject of her own impressions of ancient and 
modern Rome. Geraldine, as she listened to his 
profound observations, both as a theologian and an 
antiquary, almost regretted that her usual shadow, 
Mr. Ellis, was not present, to have started , his ob- 
jections, in presence of an authority to which he 
most have yielded at least deference. A little re- 
flection, however, made her esteem herself happy to 
be freed from controversy, and in the peaceful en- 
joyment of instruction given in all the playful ease 
of recreation. 

On Dr. Wharton's mentioning the excavations 
beneath the city, Geraldine could not but express 
her regret that she had not been permitted to visit 
the Catacombs, and asked him whether he supposed 
them to have been originally destined for places of 
religious interment. 

** The excavations beneath the city," replied Dr. 
Wharton, "were probably formed bv supplying 
sand and other materials for the builaings above. 
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and then put to no farther use by the Pagans, who 
did not bury, but burnt, their dead, until the reign 
of Gonstantine ; from which date the Christian mode 
became so popular, that in the time of Theodosius 
the younger, there was not a body burned in Rome." 

<* But how is it ascertained," said Geraldine, 
**that the Christians alone deposited their dead with- 
in these caverns, and that from the time when the 
Pagans imitated their decent interment of the dead, 
the Catacombs did not receive the bodies of Pagans 
as well as Christians, so that we may be led into 
venerating as relicks of Christian martyrs the re- 
mains of idolaters ?" 

"The Christian crypts,'* replied Dr. Wharton, 
" which are dug in the earth to a great extent, are 
known by the emblems and inscriptions found on the 
door of entrance, and also by the testimony of an- 
cient Christian writers : among the rest, Saint Jerome 
relates, that when a boy and a student at Rome, 
he was accustomed on Sundays to go into these 
cr]rpts, which were lined on each side with the 
bodies of the Christian dead, and to make the round 
of the sepulchres of the apostles and martyrs. The 
Christian emblems and inscriptions placed in the 
Catacombs are frequently the monogram of Christ's 
name in a cross, a carved or painted figure of 
a Iamb, often having a cross on its head, — the 
shepherd carrying the lost sheep, — the stag thirsting 
after the fountains of water, — and others ; for in- 
stance, the olive or palm branch, the dove, the vine, 
the anchor. The first I have mentioned are the 
only symbols which are received as undoubtedly 
Christian, for these latter, although denoting certain 
virtues, are no proof of Christian martyrdom, or 
sanctity, and when discovered are decently re-in- 
terred without further honour from the faithful. 
Those relics," continued Dr. Wharton, " which bear 
on the coffin the name of the martyr, hold the first 
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raiik ; next to these are esteemed the relics to which 
are affixed the symbols of martyrdom, together with 
the Christian emblems." ' 

Just as Dr. Wharton finished speaking, Geraldine 
distinguished the voice of Mr. Ellis engaged in a 
laughing dialogue with an old Italian priest, who 
spoke admirable English, and who was generally to 
be found amongst the English Catholics in their 
private * reunions.' 

** But, my dear good Abate," said Mr. Ellis, at 
length able to articulate, after a fit of continued 
laughter, " how can you give me a satisfactory ac- 
count of the two heads of Saint John Baptist, and 
the — I know not how many thumbs of Saint John 
the Evangelist, all and each performing miracles ? 
Now, the false head and the false thumbs have no 
right to work miracles, yet their feats are quite 
equal to those of the true relicks ; so that we require, 
as in the judgement of Solomon, to be decided by 
nature, and see the baptist and evangelist claim 
their own property, before we can believe in either 
the relicks, or the miracles. Perhaps," added he, 
<<you are not aware that English Protestants, in 
their tours round the Catholic Continent, are shown 
these duplicates and triplicates of holy relicks !" 

« Yes," said the Abate," I have before heard of 
these two heads of saints, but from Protestant tra- 
vellers only, each supposed by its respective pos- 
sessors to be the head of Saint John the baptist. 
Of course, supposing the account correct, one cannot 
be, and neither may be, the relick of that saint. But 
it is certain, that to whatever saints these relicks be- 
long, God has given power, through the intercession 
of Saint John the baptist, to cure diseases, and work 
other miracles, by means of these relicks. The 
miraculous cures are certain. What matters then 
the uncertainty as to which, if either, of the heads 
belonged to Saint John the' baptist, since both are 
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blessed by God. The same may be said of the 
supposed relicks of Saint John the evangelist" 

" Most true," added Dr. Wharton to Geraldine, 
'< as I have just been telling you, there are many 
relicks which are known, from the emblems on the 
cof&ns, to be those of martyrs, but to which of the 
martyrs they belong, we know not. These relicks 
then receive the name of some saint; but hold 
only the second rank in the veneration of the 
faithful." 

" But, sir," said Mr. Ellis approaching, *' you must 
excuse me for doubting that Saint John would take 
the trouble of performing wonders with any other 
head than his own, for which we may suppose him 
to retain some partiality ; and I still more question 
the real owner of the head exerting himself to play 
those pious pranks, since all the renown and all the 
homage goes to another." 

" Sir,V replied Dr. Wharton, smiling, " this love 
of homage and renown, however much it existed 
amongst the fabled heroes and gods of antiquity, has 
no place in the communion of saints. That God 
may be glorified is their sole aim, and the real and 
supposed owner of the relicks are equally interested 
in promoting that glory, by whatever means He 
shall in His hidden wisdom appoint." 

" I have a precious relick, sir," said the Abate to 
Mr. Ellis, " which, I think, from your love of anti- 
quity, you will prize ; the relick of her in whom the 
blood of the Scipios, the Gracchi, and Paulus 
Emilius, was centered, through her mother, while, 
from her father, she was descended from Agamem- 
non, and married, as became such parentage, the 
descendant of Eneas." 

'< Indeed !" said Mr. Ellis, ^* here is a classical 

Eedigree sufficient for the ambition of any high-born 
eroine, be she Greek or Roman," 
The Abate now drew forth a little case enclosing 
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a silver reliquary, which contained the relick so 
precious to him ; he would not, however, permit it 
to be touched by the hands of the sc6fier, as he 
good-humouredly though seriously called him, but 
gave him the long account from the paper which 
enveloped it, of its authenticity, which, in honour of 
so many illustrious names, Mr. Ellis felt interested 
to read, and to which was affixed the seal of the 
pontiff. The Abate now placed the relick in the 
hand of our heroine, inquiring whether she had yet 
read the life of St. Paula, the spiritual daughter of 
the great St Jerome? 

Geraldine remembered that St Paula had been 
the spiritual pupil of St Jerome, and bad passed all 
her latter years amid the scenes of our blessed 
Saviour's \n^ on earth, and had finally fixed at 
Bethlehem, where she died. The date of this saint's 
career had also interested Geraldine, fVom its being 
in those primitive times in the Christian Church, 
which Protestants, as well as Catholics, term *holy,' 
and also, from St Paula, having been amongst those 
Christians who had left Pagan Rome before the 
judgments denounced by St John had fallen upon 
that city, " Come out of her, my people, that ye be 
not pattakers of her plagues," had been obeyed 
literally as well as spiritually, by crowds of volun- 
tary exiles from Rome ; while those of the Chris- 
tians who remained, found safety within the two 
Christian churches, which were, by a miraculous 
movement of mercy, respected as sanctuaries by 
the barbarous conqueror. 

Geraldine related what she knew of the saint« 
whose relick she held, but she had forgotten the 
earlier part of her life, and, although she was correct 
with respect to the time of St Paula's leaving Rome, 
it did not appear that she was repelled from the city 
on account of the approaching calamities, but, that 
she desired a separation from all she so tenderly 
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loved by ties of nature, that she might live for God 
alone. The Abate described, with pious enthusiasm, 
the progress of Divine grace in the heart of this il- 
lustrious lady, first, moving her to doubt of the 
grandeur and luxury she had enjoyed, as innocent 
and becoming her station ; next, removing her be- 
loved husband and daughter by death, and at length, 
attracting her from those dear objects who remained, 
by the superior force of Divine love. 

Geraldine promised to read the life of this saint ; 
and the Abate promised, on his part, that if she felt 
sufficiently inspired by it to take St. Paula for her 
patroness and model, when she left Rome, he would 
give her his precious relick. 

Geraldine, after this evening, which was the last 
< reunion' of the season, did not see the Abate again 
till after the joyful commemorations of Christmas 
and the Epiphany. She then claimed the relick ; 
and after a due investigation of her right to become 
its possessor, the Abate presented it with only one 
farther stipulation, that should she ever become a 
nun, she would take the name of " Paula." 

" I am not yet sufficiently detached from crea- 
tures, and I have not yet seen enough of this beau- 
tiful, though fallen earth, to become a nun," said 
Geraldine, as she recalled the passing wish for that 
life, with which Angela De Grey had inspired her, 
but which had vanished at the sight of her father, 
and which had never returned to molest her present 
happiness. 

" Almighty God may yet call you to be wholly 
his," said the Abate, " and if so, be thou faithful." 
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CHAPTER III. 

What sudden blaze of song 

Spreads o*er the expanse of heaven ? 
In waves of light it thrills along, 
Th' angelic signal given ; 
'* Glory to God," firom yonder central fire. 
Flows out the echoing lay beyond the starry quire. 

Like circles widening round, 

Upon a clear blue river, 
Orb, after orb, the wond'rous sound 
Is echoed on for ever ; 
<* Glory to God on high, on earth be peace 
And love to men of love-nndvation and release.*' 



Christmas Eve in a Catholic church was well 
calculated to inspire our heroine with the tenderest 
sentiments of devotion. She would not permit a 
single regret> or it would have arisen at being 
obliged to kneel in a tribune, instead of being amongst 
the poor on such a night, when, rejected from tne 
inn, the blessed Mary, in cold and poverty, gave to 
the world its Saviour in the rude stable of Bethlehem. 
It was the first time she had ever known of the three 
Christmas Masses, — the first at midnight, in honour 
of Christ's temporal birth from His sacred mother; 
the second, in honour of His spiritual birth in the 
hearts of His Elect ; and the third, in honour of His 
iliture Advent in glory.* 

* Tins is according to St Bernard, but not exactly following the 
arrangement of the nussal, the subject being of pious feeling, merely, 
and not of precept 

VOL. III.- 
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The first mass Geraldine heard and ofTered in 
preparation for holy communion, which, with her 
father she received at the second mass, the third 
was offered in thanksgiving. It was the first time 
also, that she had ever received the blessed sacra- 
ment with her beloved father, and joy of the holiest 
filial nature swelled her heart, and drew the silent 
tears down her cheek. This joy of her heart con- 
tinued during a considerable time, to banish some 
vague but painful feelings, which had begun to take 
a more decided place in her mind, and of which the 
renewed sociabilities of the season, afforded a re- 
currence. Geraldine all but idolized her father, and 
much that was flattering to the human heart, was 
engaged in this devotion. She was proud of his 
martial air, his noble bearing, his rare but speaking 
smile, and the varied charms of his conversation. 
She also knew that she was the one object of his 
care and love; and that had she not been his 
daughter, he would still have given her his appro- 
bation. In truth. General Carrington was equally 
proud, as fond of his brilliant yet tender child, and 
this had seemed to be strengthened by the circum- 
stance which had threatened to weaken, if not 
destroy it, her becoming a Catholic. In the 
Catholic society, which they now enjoyed in Rome, 
the ardour of her religious feelings, and the previous 
learned investigation which authorized them, were 
spoken of by him, within her hearing, either with en- 
comium, or with a smiling rebuke, which would 
invite the praise of others ; and she could scarcely 
comprehend how he could desire, that from being 
the interesting convert to the one only Church, 
caressed and applauded in the circle of Catholics at 
the soirees of the Contessa C — , she was, the same 
nighl, at the later parties of the Protestant leaders 
of the English fashionables, strictly to keep the secret 
of her conversion. In any other city, it would per- 
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haps have been rare that the subject of religion 
should have been introduced into parties, formed 
merely for relaxation and amusement But at Rome, 
the Church is everything ; and the idle and frivolous, 
having no other topic of conversation, must talk 
nonsense about things awful and mvsterious. " His 
mind, then," thought Geraldine, "the mind I have 
believed expanded to every noble and generous 
thought, can it be sullied and contracted by that 
false system of expediency, which confounds truth 
with falsehood 7" She dared not investigate farther, 
but as we have said, preferred to dwell on the holy 
night of Christmas, and the re-assurance then given 
to her heart. 

From Christmas until Lent, the social gaiety con- 
tinued. The Leonard family were still in Rome, 
and, notwithstanding the little congeniality which 
existed on the most important points, there were 
motives to induce, not only intimacy, but friendship. 
General Carrington, and Colonel Leonard, had, in 
early life, been really attached to each other, and 
naturally desired that their families should cordially 
unite : scarce a week passed without their meeting, 
and the wonders of Rome, were, of course, the most 
obvious topics of conversation, but which were 
rendered as hazardous as obvious from the sarcastic 
vein of the young Charles and his sister, and the 
indignant spirit of our heroine. 

The aged Mrs. Leonard, however, from possess- 
ing more experience, and more humility, was less 
prone to ridicule all that she did not understand. 
The kind partiality that she felt for Geraldine, in- 
duced her to listen with attention to the explanations 
our heroine was ever willing to give. 

It was on the morning of the 17th of January, the 
festival of Saint Anthony, that the latter had to sus- 
tain an attack, in which she was thankful to receive 
assistance from her friend the Abate. 
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«< Oh ! my dear Miss Carrington/' eried Miss 
Leonard, '' we have just returned from the blessing 
of the horses, in the name of Saint Anthony ! You 
never witnessed anything so absurd. There were 
the poor animals, dressed out with ribbons, and 
finery of all kinds ; and not only horses, but cattle 
of all descriptions : and there stood the poor monk, 
with an immense bucket of holy water near him, 
into which he was constantly plunging his brush, 
and then sprinkling and blessing till he was quite 
exhausted, with his little skull-cap off and on every 
instant : I would have given anything if you had 
been there !" 

<* I was there," cried Geraldine, " and though you 
did not see our party, we saw yours behaving with 
great indecorum." 

** Oh !" cried Augusta Leonard, throwing herself 
on the sofa, with fresh bursts of laughter, in which 
her brother joined, '^ who can forbear laughing at 
such folly ?" 

" It appears to me," said Geraldine, " that the 
greatest folly is this constant repetition of surprise 
at the consistent faith of the Church." 

" But what good did all the blessing and sprink- 
ling do the cattle, and their owners," said Miss 
Leonard, ** when they left the good monk just as 
vicious and distempered, as when they came to 
him V' 

'< That is indeed begging the question," said 
Geraldine ; '< I do not believe that the cattle were 
so much so after the blessing as beforp. Do you 
remember the prayers we read together the other 
day,— on the ceremony of blessing the element of 
water ?" 

'' I do not remember much about them," said Miss 
Leonard. 

" It is unfortunate,'' said Geraldine, < that your 
memory should not serve you better, when you cast 
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ridicule oq others. You are so much accustomed 
to hear the words of the royal prophet, and of the 
three holy children, calling on things animate and 
inanimate to bless and extol their Creator, that you 
are not struck by it : but how much more incom- 
prehensible is It to call on ' beasts and cattle to bless 
God,' than for God to bless them ? The same may 
be said of fire, air, earth and water, and all that are 
called upon to bless Him, who made them, and pro- 
nounced them good. And how can you say that the 
priest blessed the cattle in the name of St. Anthony, 
when you ^re quite acauainted with .the invocation 
to the Holy Trinity in Latin, and your expert know- 
ledge of Italian must have guided you to the rest ; 
repeated as it was so often, it was impossible not 
to learn and retain the. priest's blessing. * Perinter- 
cessionem Beati Antonii Abatis, haec animalia libe- 
rentur a malis, in nomine Patris, et Filii et Spiritus 
Sancti. Amen.' ' Through the intercession of the 
blessed Abbot Anthony, may these animals be 
delivered from evil, in the name of the Father, and 
of the Son, and of the Holy Ghost. Amen.' " 

" My dear," said Mrs. Leonard, " read me the 
prayers used by the Roman-Catholic church for 
blessing the water. Do they mean to give a sort of 
inferior baptism to the animals, and cast out from 
them the curse entailed on these inoffensive creatures 
by man's trangression ? If so, I can enter much 
more into the ceremony. I shall be better able to 
judge, however, after listening to you." 

Geraldine fetched the Rev. Dr. Challoner's " In- 
structions on the Rites alid Ceremonies of the 
Church," and read the form used for holy water. 

** The priest having signed himself with the sign 
of the cross, saying, * Our help is in the name of the 
Lord,' the reply being, * Who made heaven and 
earth,' proceeds to the blessing of the salt, which is 
to be mingled with the water, saying, — 

4* 
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«« I exorcise thee, O creature of salt, by the living 
t God, by the true f God, by the holy f God ; by 
that God, who, by the prophet Elisha, cornmanded 
thee to be cast into the water to cure its barrenness, 
that thou mayest by this exorcism be made benefi- 
cial to the faithful, and become to all them who 
make use of thee, healthful both to soul and body : 
and, that in what place soever thou shalt be sprin- 
kled, all illusions and wickedness and crafty wiles 
of Satan may be chased away, and depart, from 
that place: and every unclean spirit commanded in 
His name, who is to come to judge the living and 
the dead, and the world by fire. Amen." 

" My dear," said Mrs. Leonard, " from what I 
understand of exorcism, this agrees perfectly with 
my notion, that the curse entailed by Adam's fall 
on all creatures, requires to be removed before they 
can be * good,' as God made them, and pronounced 
them to be." 

" Yes," said Geraldine, " for is not exorcism the 
casting-out of evil spirits? and is not the permission 
of their evil agency the curse given on earth ? I can- 
not presume to speak decidedly, but it seems to me, 
that I see clearly how the evil spirit has diffused itself 
over every thing, and must be cast out. Still, that 
would not be sufficient ; the creature is then, it is 
true, no longer the conductor of evil, but, being merely 
harmless, cannot convey and direct blessing, unless 
the especial grace of God be diffused into it,and there- 
fore, after the exorcism, the following prayer is used. 

" < O Almighty and everlasting God, we most 
humbly implore thy infinite mercy, that thou wouldst 
vouchsafe by thy goodness to bless f and sanctify 
t this thy creature of salt, which thou hast given 
for the use of mankind : that it may be to all that 
take it for the health of mind and body, and that 
whatever shall be touched or sprinkled by it, may 
be freed from all impurity, and from all assaults of 
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wicked spirits, through our Lord Jesus Christ 
Amen.' " 

** I conclude, my dear," said the venerable lady, 
** that this previous blessing of the salt is necessary 
before it is put into the water, but why cannot the 
simple element suffice 1" 

** Indeed I do not know," said Geraldine ; '' but is 
not salt frequently spoken of in Scripture, literally 
as well as mystically^ as preserving from corrup- 
tion ? Our daily experience proves the former, and 
would enable the faithful to lay up a store of it ; 
while in its mystical sense, it was employed by the 
prophet Elisha, by the command of God, as we 
have just read. After this," continued Geraldine, 
" the priest proceeds to the blessing of the water, 
first exorcising it thus : — 

" * I exorcise thee, O creature of water, in the 
name of God f the Father Alnxighty, and in the 
name of Jesus Christ f his son, our Lord, and in the 
virtue of the Holy f Ghost : that thou mayest by 
this exorcism have power to chase away all the 
power of the enemy : that thou mayest be enabled 
to cast him out, and put him to flight, with all his 
apostate angels, by the virtue of the same Jesus 
Christ, our Lord, who is to come to judge the living, 
and the dead, and the world by fire. Amen.' 

" Then follows the prayer. 

" * O God, who for the benefit of mankind hast 
made use of the element of water in the greatest 
sacraments, mercifully hear our prayers, and im- 
part the virtue of thy blessing f to this element, 
prepared by many kinds of purifications ; that this 
thy creature, made use of in thy mysteries, may re- 
ceive the eflTect of thy divine grace for the chasing 
away devils, and curing diseases : and that what- 
soever shall be sprinkled with this water in the 
houses or places of the faithful, may be free from 
ail impurity, and delivered from evil : let no pesti- 
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lential spirit reside there : no infectious air : let all 
the snares of the hidden enemy fly away : and may 
whatever move the safety or repose of the inhabi- 
tants of that place be put to flight by the sprinkling 
of this water, that the welfare which we seek by 
the invocation of thy holy name, may be defended 
from all sorts of assaults. Through our Lord Jesus 
Christ, &c. Amen.' 

" Then the Priest mingles the salt with the w«ter, 
saying, 'May this salt and this water, be mingled 
together, in the name of the Father, and of the 
Son, and of the Holy f Ghost. Amen.' 

* The Lord be with you.' 

* And with thy spirit.' 

* Let us pray.' 

" * O God, the author of invincible power, king of 
an empire that cannot be overcome, and for ever 
magniflcently triumphant ; who restrainest the for- 
ces of the adversary, who defeated the fury of the 
roaring enemy, who mightily conquerest his ma- 
licious wiles : we pray and beseech thee, O Lord, 
with dread and humility, to regard with a favoura- 
ble countenance this creature of salt and water, to 
enlighten it with thy bounty, and to sanctify it with 
the dew of thy fatherly goodness ; that wheresoever 
it shall be sprinkled, all infestation of the unclean 
spirit may depart, and all fear of the venomous 
serpent may be chased away, through the invoca- 
tion of thy holy name ; and that the presence of the 
Holy Ghost may be everywhere with us, who seek 
thy mercy, through Jesus Christ our Lord. Amen.' 

" * The blessing being ended, the priest sprinkles 
himself and the people with this water, saying, 

* Thou shalt sprinkle me, O Lord, with hyssop, and 
I shall be cleansed ; thou shalt wash me, and I shall 
be made whiter than snow.' The whole psalm 

* Miserere' is then said : * Have mercy on me O God, 
according to thy great mercy !' &c. followed by the 
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* Gloria Patri,' and the repetition of the anthem, 

* Thou shalt sprinkle.' Then returning to the altar 
he says, — 

V. * O Lord show us thy mercy.' 

A. * And grant us thy salvation.' 

V. « O Lord hear my prayer.' 

A. < And let my cry come unto thee.' 

V. * The Lord be with you.' 

A. * And with thy spirit' 

* Let us pray.' 

" * Hear us, O Holy Lord, Almighty Father, 
everlasting God, and vouchsafe to send thy holy 
angel fronn heaven, to guard, cherish, protect, visit, 
and defend, all that dwell in this habitation. Amen.' " 

Just as our heroine finished reading the last 
prayer, Miss Leonard, who had retired, from weari- 
less into a farther room with her young brother, 
joined them again, on hearing the Abate Zaccaria 
announced ; but her grandmother stopped her plea- 
santries, and informed her, that she saw no absurdi- 
ty, nor superstition, in blessing cattle, houses, fire, 
^ater, or anything used by man especially : and 
both she and Geraldine appealed to the Abate to 
authorize this belief, if it were with a view to re- 
move from them the curse on all creation. The 
Abate, nodding assent to this remark of Greraldine, 
here observed, — •* The religious policy of our Holy 
Church, is to induce its members to mix up, with 
every business and occupation of life, the remem- 
brance of the end for which they and all creatures 
^ere formed. Hence the pious Catholic hails these 
ceremonies, these blessings and thanksgivings over 
creatures, as mementos of the goodness of the God 
who gave them as aids to that spirit of inward re- 
collection, that he is constantly striving to keep up, 
and as lessons of the use for which they were de- 
signed; bearing in mind the words of St. Paul, 
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* For every creature is sanctified by the word of 
God and prayer.' '** 

" Pray, Abate," cried Charles Leonard, ** has the 
present Pope made many saints ? Is he as fond of 
dubbing his knights spiritual, as. our good king his 
knights temporal, God bless him ?" 

" I have been told," said the Abate smiling, ^* that 
Protestants suppose us to believe, that the Pope can, 
by certain pious ceremonies, make a saint out of a 
sinner, and that the canonization of a saint is the 
act of sending him straight to heaven." 

*^ And what does it mean V said Mrs. Leonard. 

"The process of canonization," said the Abate, 
** is the collecting from witnesses, proofs of holiness 
of life, and miraculous gifts, sufficient to authorize 
the belief that God has wrought the perfect sanctity 
of his servant, and received him into glory. It has 
caused the admiration and surprise of many learned 
Protestants, to witness the caution and rigour, with 
which these testimonies are examined. But that 
which, after the most laborious and rigorous exami- 
Bation, with continual prayer for the light of the 
Holy Spirit, is pronounced on by the Church tardily, 
and at long intervals, is decided at once with care- 
less benevolence in the Protestant community. All 
who are not flagrant sinners go straight to heaven, 
all enter immediately into glory, all therefore are 
saints." * , 

After this day, our heroine had no prolonged dis- 
cussions with any one during the gay season of the 
Carnival, and only some skirmishes occurred be- 
tween herself and her Protestant friends, at the nu- 
merous parties given by the English residents. In 
these scenes Geraldine was for awhile amused, but 
her former uneasiness again stole over her, although 

* 1 Tim. 4,6. 
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she would not own to herself that she had any cause 
for it, beyond her own too fondly engrossed affection 
for her father ; till at length, a circumstance occur- 
red by which it became evident to her, that he de- 
manded a policy in her conduct which jarred 
against the open rectitude of her mind. In fact, 
General Carrington possessed that disposition which 
was the most calculated to mislead for awhile, and 
then deeply wound, the confiding, but inflexibly up- 
right Geraldine. The grandeur of his speculations, 
the loftiness of his abstract decisions, the magna- 
nimity of his theories, would make her heart expand 
with joy and gratitude, at the congeniality there ex- 
isted between them ; while the whispered confiden- 
tial sentiments of timid policy — of expediency — of 
tricking a world that deserved no better — of flatter- 
ing a fool that you might gain him—- of keeping a 
friend as long as he was useful — and many other 
expressions which dropped from him at times when 
less on his guard, Geraldine received as a jest, or 
to raise some little amicable skirmish, in which he 
should prove her sentiments ; and it was not until 
repeated proofs had been given her, that she opened 
her eyes to the want of moral courage, which had 
produced, as it ever must, a want of moral integrity, 
in the character of her father. 

And who can describe the desolation of Geral- 
dine's heart, when it was forced to yield to the stern 
conviction of her understanding — when, after shrink- 
ing from the truth, it forced its imperative way — 
when she at length weighed his character in the 
balance, and it was found wanting I Some hours 
passed of blank unmingled anguish, apart from any 
thought of herself; but then arose the question of 
filial obedience for the future. **l cannot deceive, 
^ven for his sake ; I cannot compromise the truth,— 
but am I then destined to stand alone V* thought she. 
'* Is the beautiful, the feminise, the humble virtue of 
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obedience, which I have hitherto loved to exercise 
towards him, is that to be rendered a thing of doubt, 
of caution, of deliberate choice 1 Am I to be once 
more the independent Geraldine ? Yes, be it so ! 
for, after long metaphysical inquiries, we must all 
return to the simple rudiments of our faith, — a 
Catholic child is taueht in its early catechism, " to 
obey its parents in all that is not sin.'* Our primary 
duty is towards God — and God is truth. 

That evening, Geraldine accompanied her father 
to a fete, given by the celebrated Italian banker, 
Torloni, where the company was almost entirely 
composed of English. Our heroine was pale and 
grave, but her father appeared to be entirely en- 
grossed by the expected appointment, of which he 

had been long solicitous, to the Islands. He 

read aloucl, while in the carriage, part of a letter 

from his friend Sir justreceived, through 

the English Ambassador's bag, giving all but a final 
answer, and added, as they ascended the staircase 
of the Conte Torloni's brilliantly illuminated palaz- 
zo, ** Geraldine, you will see several of the English 
military to-night, and amongst them, General Sir 
Thomas Oskway, who is spoken of for this very 
appointment ; remember, not a word about religion : 
let them continue to think me the same General 
Carrington they knew in Spain, which in truth I 
am ; — a man is not bound to be the public crier of 
his private opinions. Do you hear me, Geraldine ?" 

" I do, papa," replied she. But she was not re- i 
quired to make any comment on what she heard, 
for they were now greeted in the first saloon of | 
reception by the kind Contessa, who had taken 
care to arrive early ; and the Genera], after many 
grateful acknowledgments, left his daughter to her ' 
charge. 

This was the last party our heroine was compel- i 
led to attend ; and from this time, till the season of I 
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Lent, General Carrington took his evening's amuse- 
ment independently of her. Geraldine having ob- 
tained this favour, redoubled her endeavours to make 
her father's home agreeable to him, and it was not 
until the ^rove Tuesday that anything occurred to 
wound her afresh. 

On that evening they entertained a large party ; 
(reraldine tried to be happy, and certainly appeared 
so ; all was calculated to please the heart that had 
not known better and dearer joys ; but such was no 
longer the heart of Geraldine. At length the com- 
pany dispersed, with the exception of a few Pro- 
testant English, and the night closed with much 
sportive anticipation of the " Papa] shows" of Easter, 
and an especial display of wit on the subject of the 
Blessed Virgin and the saints, during which the 
General smiled, and our heroine, finding that she 
dared not explain or defend her faith, left the room, 
and retired to rest. In doing this she not onlv be- 
lieved herself to be acting with discretion and pru- 
dence, but that her father would greatly applaud 
her ; however, on the following day, after the solemn 
service of Ash Wednesday, when the private hours 
of penitential devotion, were over, and the one per- 
mitted repast had been taken. General Carrington 
reproved her for giving way to her feelings before 
Protestants ; assuring her that the best plan was to 
let them say and do exactly as they pleased ; that 
their folly could injure neither our Blessed Lady, 
nor the rest of the saints : " besides," added he, " I 
had my own reasons for wishing them to believe us 
to be like themselves, and so I still wish, if it be 
possible, till the affair of the islands be settled. And 
for this reason, if Lady or Miss Oskway call on you 
during Lent, receive them cheerfully, and as one 
of themselves) and throw in your little jokes about 
miracles and relicks of saints ; they are innocent 
enough ; a person may be a good Catholic without 
VOL. in. — 5. 
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believing in any of these things. Will you do so, 
Gerald ine ?'* 

" For your sake, papa," said she, " I will not 
mention that you are a Catholic, and I will not, un- 
less I am asked, say that I am one.*'; 

** But this is not enough," said the General. 

" It is too much !" cried Geraldine, in one of her 
bursts of long-repressed emotion. ** Did you imagine 
that in becoming a Catholic all the moral qualities 
of my character, and all the powers of my soul and 
intellect, would not become Catholic also ? Did you 
hope to see me doubting, fearing, cringing, prevari- 
cating before scoffers, when the glorious privileges 
of the Church wefe .opened to me ? That, enrolled 
by my baptism and confirmation into the communion 
of saints, I should admit them only on private occa- 
sions, and when secure from intrusion, as worldlings 
do their poor and shabby relations 1 If so, you may 
well be disappointed ! English Catholics, of these 
days of pseudo-liberality, may expect me to forget 
that Jesus Christ promised his Church that her 
children should, in his name, and by his power, 
work miracles even greater than those he had per- 
formed while on earth. They may hope that I 
shall give some ingenious turn to the conversation 
when these miracles are recounted — ^but no ! Silence 
is all I can yield to filial obedience. My father will 
not ask for more /" 

Geraldine fell on her knees, and the General, who 
next to Protestant ridicule dreaded a scene, raised 
her kindly, soothed her with the assurance that he 
had only spoken in raillery, and a re<ionciliation was 
effected. 
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CHAPTER IV. 

Gentiles h withfiz'd, yet awful eye, 
Tarn ye this page of mystery, 

Nor slight the warning sound ; 
Put off thy shoes from off thy feet, 
The place where man his God shall meet, ^ 

Be sure is holy ground ! 

Hymns fob Lemt — ^Kieble. 

The convert to Catholicity is asked, in sincere 
grief and astonishment, how any mind of real spirit- 
uality can adopt a religion so burdened with empty 
forms as the Catholic Church ? But are those forms 
indeed empty ? If so, no rational being would be 
burdened with them ! Once, however, believing 
firmly that in each outward form is contained the 
inward spiritual gift, and there can be no torpor, no 
impatience felt in the external proofs of devotion 
and love rendered. to his God by the fervent Catho* 
lie. Once believing truly in the sanctity of holy 
places, and that the ^ivine blessing and the unseen 
ministry of the heavenly host do more especially 
attend the temples of the Deity, it is then no empty 
form which leads the Catholic to a daily attendance 
in the house of prayer. Once in the full confidence 
of faith, belieyiog that in the ** daily sacrifice" offer* 
ed up in cominemoration of that once perfected on 
the cross, and m perpetual acknowleidgment that 
without this our high priest, without this our holy 
victim, we are cast out, and our God is a consuming 
fire. Once believing that in this mystery our ador- 
able Redeemer ia miraoulously present with us, and 
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where, then, is the "empty form," to the pious 
Catholic, in the sacred service of the mass ? 

These had been our heroine's replies to the vene- 
rable Mrs. Leonard, whose concern at hep having 
embraced a religion apparently less vital, pure, and 
interior than Protestantism, had led her to remon- 
strate against the change, and endeavour to reclaim 
her. 

" This very temple — this basilica of St. Peter*s," 
said Mrs. Leonard, " was it not for its erection that 
I^eo X. authorised the selling of indulgences, and 
aroused the mighty Luther? How can you feel 
ardour and devotion within its walls ?" 

♦* I do feel most truly and painfully in connexion 
with that subject," replied Geraldine ;'" for, alas! 
into what holy work has the enemy of souls not 
endeavoured to thrust himself, that he might mar 
the pure offering of man to his Creator ? But I 
must, my dear friend, correct an error, which you, 
in common with many charitable and pious Protes- 
tants, entertain, relying upon Protestant history, 
apparently trustworthy. The practice of commut- 
ing the canonical penances enjoined by the primitive 
Church, for alms-deeds, had long prevailed. Leo 
the Tenth granted an indulgence, which, you know, 
is not a pardon for sins, np more than it is a pros- 
pective permission to commit sin, to such as con- 
tributed to the erecting of the most magnificent 
temple ever raised to the honour of the Deity. 
That there were great and manifold corruptions in 
the lives of the clergy, and probably in the discipline 
of the Church, I readily admit, and, that a conse- 
quent falling off of piety prevailed among the laity^ 
IS proved, by their rapacity in seizing on Church 
property, and their readiness to embrace systems 
of faith, which showed a path to Heaven, less beset 
with restraint and self-denial. I would even admit, 
although no proof exists of the fact» that the autho- 
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rised commissioners employed to dispense the in- 
dulgences, misrepresented their design and effect, 
for the sake of profit or influence, thus throwing 
disgrace on the seat of verity and apostolic descent, 
by sellings as it were, the spiritual gills of the 
Church. And let us grant that it was thus — let us 
concede, that the warning to God's ancient people, 
the Jews, might have been applied to the rulers of 
His Christian Church. ^< Your iniquities have sepa- 
rated between you and your God, and your sins 
have hid His face from you, that He will not hear.' 
We cannot then wonder, that, when corruption 
thus prevailed in the Church, reformers should arise 
to attack those abuses, and in this, I find them fully 
justified: would, that here they had stopped! but, 
from the abuses, they proceeded to attack the faith 
of the Church, in which ihey were not justified. 
They sacrilegiously put their hand to the ark: and, 
thus it was, that as in the revolt againstt the wilful Re- 
hoboam, a second Jeroboam was permitted to arise, 
and call aloud, * To your tents, O Israel I' and fol- 
lowing this analogy, we cannot but perceive, first, 
in the instance of rebellion against the kingly power, 
that, although God permitted this scourge and pun- 
ishment to befall the anointed king of Judah, yet 
His spirit accompanied not the ten tribes who re- 
irolted ; the Lord of glory was not born amongst 
them. They are still scattered and hidden, till the 
day of grace shall gather them in. While, to the 
two faimful tribes who remained steadfast, were 
sent the prophets: amongst them the miracles 
wrought : ana, at length was heard, ' Arise 1 shine, 
for thy light is come, and the glory of the Lord is 
risen upon theel' Thus may we consider God to 
have permitted a deserved rebuke and humiliation 
to His Catholic Church, in the bereavement of the 
northern nations : the estrangement, contempt, and 
even hatred, of the 'tribes' who have revolted 

5* 
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against her. Yet has her Divine spouse not desert- 
ea her: with her alone remains the mystery of His 
real presence: with her alone are His miracles 
wrought: and to her alone can be applied, * Behold, 
I will make thy enemies to come and adore before 
thy feet, and they shall know that I have loved 
thee/ " 

During the early part of Lent, Geraldine had 
been occupied in gleaning from works lent her by 
the Rev. Dr. Wharton, and the Abate Zaccaria, all 
that could throw light and interest on the approach- 
ing solemn commemorations, and she was there- 
fore now still better enabled to understand and 
appreciate those attendant ceremonies, which to 
the superficial observer must be tedious, and to the 
prejudiced Protestant, mere empty form and idle 
show. 

On the eve of the fifth Sunday in Lent, which is 
the fortnight before Easter, commenced the com- 
memorative history, or mystical representation of 
our blessed Redeemer's sufferings. The ornaments 
in all the Churches were either covered or removed, 
and the crosses veiled with the mournful and peni- 
tential covering of violet.* 

In early times the catechumens who had been 
found worthy, were baptized on the eve of Easter, 
and admitted, on the glorious day of the resurrec- 
tion, to the adorable sacrament of the risen body, 
soul and divinity of Christ. Those also who had 
been excluded from the blessings of the altar, and 
compelled to do public penance for public crimes, 
the rest of the faithful likewise, who by fasting, 
prayer, and alms, had sought reconciliation through 
the sufferings and death of Christ, and expected to 
be joyful partakers of his resurrection, by the chan- 

* The author is principally indebted for the following descriptions 
to the Right Reverend Dr. England's explanations of the ceremonies 
of the holy week. 
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oels of srace he has appointed, — all felt the increased 
solemnity of the near approach of the awful com- 
memorations. 

This first day of Passion week, (which is the week 
preceding Holy week, and not, as in the Protestant 
Church, synonimous with it,) General Carrington 
accompanied his daughter to the early mass, as well 
as to that which he had always attended with her. 
And this additional devotion he continued during the 
interval between Passion week and Easter. On 
Palm Sunday, he accepted, for his daughter and 
himself, the privileges obtained through Cardinal 
W — , by which they could see and hear, in a 
tribute near the high altar of St. Peter's, and also in 
the Sistine or Pope's Chapel, all the ceremonies of 
the week. 

*' You are aware, Geraldine," said the General, on 
their way to the Sistine chapel, at an early hour on 
Palm Sunday, ** that his Holiness is the representa- 
tive of Christ, as Prophet, Priest, and King, and that 
while as a temporal prince, he has a court as head 
of the Church, his court is composed of priests. 
This is peculiar to Christian Rome. Such a thing 
was unknown before upon earth." 

" It is,'' said the Abate Zaccaria, who accompa- 
nied them, " more in the order of heaven than 
earth, that a court should be filled by men conse- 
crated to God. Every thing that Madamizella will 
see, will be with reference to the union of Priest 
and Sovereign." 

"I think," said the General, "that you have one 
exception to the levee-room of priests. The Pope's 
lawyer must be of the laity." 

" Yes," said the Abate, " but he sanctifies his 
secular business by the heavenly attribute of mercy, 
for he and all the papal lawyers furnish gratuitous 
service for the poor, the prisoners, and those under 
capital conviction." 
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They had now arrived at the chapel, where 
Geraldine felt most grateful that she was not to re- 
main in the crowd of the merely curious English, 
whO| with many jokes, were pushing towards the 
places allotted to them ; but were soon quietly 
seated in the reserved tribune, with the Contessa 
and her father, and engaged in reading over in the 
missal the beautiful service which was to commence 
within an hour. The object of the ceremony was 
to commemorate our Lord's triumphal entry into 
Jerusalem, when the multitude received Him with 
palm-branches, emblematical of victory, and with 
olive-branches, the type of peace; and a pile of 
these were on the gospel side of the altar, to be 
blessed before being distributed, according to the 
undeviating practice of the Church, to " sanctify by 
the word of God, and by prayer," everything that 
her children use in the service of their God. This 
custom of blessing and distributing the palms, and 
of forming a procession on Palm Sunday, is of very 
ancient observance ; and was first celebrated in the 
East, on the same principle which Almighty God 
himself taught to the Hebrew people, on the com- 
memoration of their deliverance from Egypt : "And 
when thy son shall ask thee to-morrow, saying, 
what mean these testimonies, and ceremonies, and 
judgments, which the Lord hath commanded us ? 
then shalt thou say to him : We were bondsmen of 
Pharaoh in Egypt, and the Lord God brought us 
out of Egypt with a strong hand, and he wrought 
signs and wonders, great and very grievous in 
Egypt, against Pharaoh, and all his house, in our 
sight ; and he brought us from thence that he might 
bring us in, and give us the land concerning which 
he swore to our fathers : and the Lord commanded 
that we should do all these ordinances, and should 
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fear the Lord our God."* On this principle were all 
tiie other commemorative festivals and solemnities 
of the Jewish Church ; and, therefore, on the same 
principle has the Christian Church, by virtue of the 
power given her by Christ, instituted her festivals 
and solemnities commemorative of his Blessed life 
and death. 

The choir of the Sistine chapel now commenced 
the hosanna of the children of Jerusalem, '< Blessed 
is he who cometh in the name of the Lord ! Hosanna 
in the highest !" The prayer which followed from 
the altar, besopght the grace of God to bring us to 
the glory of Christ's resurrection ; and the subdea- 
con then chaunted from Exodus the history of the 
murmurs of the children of Israel after they had left 
the palm-trees and fountains of Elim — their longing 
after the fleshpots of Egypt, where they were in 
bondage — and the promise which the Lord gave 
them of manna ; the Church having selected this 
portion of Scripture, to mark to her children, how, 
in the midst of God's mercies and favours, in 
delivering us from the bondage of sin, we are dis- 
heartened, and murmur at the loss of past enjoy- 
mei>t, and would fain returntotheslavery of Satan, 
did not the grace of God sustain us in the desert of 
this world by the " true manna" which comes from 
heaven, enabling us to behold His glory. Before 
the TOspel from St. Matthew, which was sung by 
the deacon, recording the triumphal entry of Jesus 
Christ into Jerusalem, as the royal descendant of 
David, and King of the nations, the gradual gives the 
mournful announcement of the machinations of the 
chief priest and Pharisees against Him ; and also, 
by anticipation, three verses from the prayer and 
agony in the garden. Beautiful and appropriate 
prayers followed the gospel, during which the bless- 

* Beat Ti. 20, dec 
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ingf sprinkling, and incensing, of the palms and 
olive-sprigs, takes place ; and then began the dis- 
tributing them previous to the procession. 

The cardinals first advanced in succession to the 
throne of the pontiff, kissing the palms as they re- 
ceived them, and the hand of the holy father. They 
were succeeded by the patriarchs, arch-bishops, 
and bishops, wearing their mitres. The mitred 
abbots of religious orders next advanced, who kiss- 
ed the foot of the pontiff; and thus did the vast 
numbers who succeeded them. 

During this distribution, the choir performed the 
proper anthems in plain chant. In some parts, the 
voices of children uttered the hosannas and bless- 
ings of the infant band of Jerusalem ; and this un- 
expected and touching admission of those " babes, 
in whose mouth God hath perfected his praise," was 
truly in accordance with the blessed spirit of Catho- 
lic communion. 

As the procession began, Geraldine remarked with 
surprise, in the midst of this commemorative rejoic- 
ing, that the cross, borne at the head of the proces- 
sion, was veiled : but she concluded, and she was 
right, that, like the mournful verses of the gradual, 
the cross was covered to denote the approaching 
passion and death of the Son of God. The proces- 
sion was most striking and imposing. The pontiff, 
as king and priest, was borne on a seat carried by 
twelve supporters, under a canopy held by priests. 
The heads of religious orders, with other ecclesiastics, 
followed his holiness, and closed the procession, the 
choir singing from the gospels the event commemo- 
rated. The " Sala Reggia," round which the pro- 
cession passed, was lined with the city guards, and 
directly the pope entered the hall, the guard of 
nobles surrounded his throne, and the gates of com- 
munication with the chapel were closed. Tbs 
chanters who remained within the chapel with the 
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congregatioDy and the bhoir who were accompany- 
ing the procession, then sang alternately the beauti- 
ful verse of th6 hymn ** Gloria, laus et honor ;" and 
the procession having returned to the closed doors, 
the cross-bearer struck with the staff of the cross to 
gain admittance 9 and the procession entered, singing 
the verse " When the Lord entered into the holy 
city/' &c. Solemn high mass commenced directly 
the holy pontiff had returned to the sanctuary, which 
was celebrated by a cardinal priest. The portion 
of the gospel selected for this mass is St. Matthew's 
history of the passion of our Lord, and the manner 
in which it is alwavs chanted on these solemn oc- 
casions is according to the ancient mode of reciting 
tragedy. The historical recital is by a tenor 
iioice; the words of the subordinate persons are 
given by a counter-tenor; and our Saviour's expres- 
sions by a bass voice ; the choir singing the words 
spoken by the crowd. During this gospel, although 
the palm branches are still held in honour of Christ's 
victory over sin and death, no lights are borne ; and 
when it is recited that he bowed down his head and 
gave up the ghost, all knelt, or prostrated, for some 
moments in deep humiliation and solemn adoration 
of Him, who, for our sakes, thus underwent the 
sorrows of death. 

The beautiful hymn of the " Stabat Mater," was 
sung at the offertory of this mass, and this plaintive 
appeal to share in the sorrows of the mother f>f 
Jesus, following so immediately, as did the gospel, 
on His triumph, touched more directly the chord of 
human sympathy. ' 

It was some time after the conclusion of the ser- 
vice, when the Abate Zaccaria joined our friends 
in the tribune, according to promise. He bore two 
beautiful little branches of palm and olive united, 
which with great care he had selected from those 
blessed by his holiness; and giving them to our 



60 A TALE OF CONSCIENCE. 

heroine, bade her keep them with respect, not only 
as memorials of the great event that day comme- 
morated, but also precious in themselves, although 
inanimate, having received the especially invoked 
blessing of Heaven for the use of the faithful. 
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CHAPTER V. 

Thou framer of the light and dark, 
Steer though the tempest thine own ark : 
Amid the howling wintry sea 
We are in port, if we have thee. 

Ah, by thine own itftd burthen borne. 
So meekly up the hill of scorn, 
Teach thou thy priests their daily crofls 
To bear as thine, nor court its loaa 

KXBXI. 



During the two following days, General Carring- 
ton and his daughter attended their accustomed 
early mass, and were each occupied with the devo* 
tions appropriate to this holy and mournful week in 
private ; but on the evening of Wednesday, their 
friend, the Abate, was again with them by ap«' 
pointmenty and they together went to the Sistine 
chape], to attend the office of " Tenebrae,'* which, 
as its name obviously implies, was intended to be 
celebrated in the darkness of night. The Abate felt 
assured, and Geraldine could not differ from him, 
that the Tenebrae of Wednesday was not the vigil, 
but the matins and lauds of Maundy Thursday, 
chanted directly after midnight by most of the reli- 
gious orders, till a mitigation was allowed to some« 
of deferring the nocturns till the office of lauds at 
daybreak, and to others of chanting the office over 
night 

'< From the days of the apostles," said the Abate, 
'Hhe Church has prescribed for her clergy a divine 

VOL. III. — 6 
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office, that is, a duty of attendance upon the Lord :. 
this duty is prayer. Amongst the ancients the night 
was divided into four watches, and the day into four 
stations: so that the military who were appointed 
to the guard duty relieved each other at the ternni- 
hation of each watch or station. The Church mili- 
tant of Christ imitated the vigilance and zeal of the 
soldiery of the earthly monarch. Like David, our 
fervent Christians arose at midnight to give praise 
to the Lord. Pliny the younger, Lucian, and Am- 
mianus Marcellinus, mention the custom of the 
Christians of watching and singing a^ midnight; 
and Lactantius tells us they did so to prepare for 
the arrival of their king and God. But it appears, 
from St. John Chrysostom, that the laity were not 
called to these night offices, except on Sundays and 
other solemn occasions. In the monasteries only, 
and amongst the clergy, the "course," as it was 
termed, was regularly performed : and as the canons 
regulated the time, and manner of its performance, 
the hours, and subsequently the office, was known 
by the appellation of the " Canonical Hours.** 

Geraldine remembered, and repeated to the Abate 
from the " Mores Catholici,^^ " How' holy is the 
Catholic night, the night of the middle ages, the time 
in which saints, dispersed all over the earth, are as- 
sembled to chant the same sacred hymns, and to 
commemorate the same great deliverance." 

"Beautiful as true," said the Abate; "the faith- 
ful used especially to assemble at midnight, for the 
nocturns of Thursday, Friday, and Saturday, of 
Holy Week, but for some centuries, the office has 
been celebrated on the preceding evening: for thus 
it was in the early habits of our predecessors, 
though to us moderns, it is the afternoon of our 
day." 

"There is a difference of opinion, I believe," said 
the General to his daughter^ " respecting the reason 



A TALE OF CONSCIENCE. 63 

for extinguishing the candles, one after another. 
Some informing us, that the candtes, \vhich are 
ranged along the sides of the triangle, represent the 
patriarchs, and prophets, who, under the law of 
nature, and the written law, gave the world the 
light of that partial revelation which they had re- 
ceived, and then died; the last being St. John the 
Baptist, while the Saviour, who was not extinguish- 
ed by his temporary death, is represented by the 
remaining light, which is carried to the back of the 
altar, and concealed; during which the prayer ts 
in moqrnful and respectful silence, the psalm be- 
seeching iHercy (Miserere), is sung, the last petition 
is made, and the convulsions of nature at the 
Saviour's death, are commemorated by the over- 
throw of stones and other heavy weights behind the 
altar. Do you incline to their interpretation, Sig- 
ner Abate, or to that which is more generally re- 
ceived, of the candles representing the burning light 
of faith in the apostles, which in the hour of triaj 
was extinguished, and that all left their lord and 
master, save our blessed lady, who is represented 
by the concealed but still burning light?" 

"I incline to the former exposition," said the 
Abate; "but there is something peculiarly mournful 
and touching in the last view of the subject, and it 
seems to be the most popularly received. I fear," 
continued he, "that the Signora will find the service 
tedious ; for the nocturns are chanted in the most 
simple' and ancient style, every ornament being 
omitted, that might distract the mind from the 
mournful tribute due to this commemoration of 
Him, who was a man of sorrows, and acquainted 
with infirmity." 

"I shall not, by the blessing of God, find the 
Tenebree service tedious," said Geraldine; "and I 
have been told that the recitation of the ' Lamenta- 
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tion/ which precedes the far-famed ' Miserere/ is 
most affecting in its appeal to the heart." 

" It is so," said the Abate, " and after the moum^ 
ful dwelling of one voice upon the few wild notes of 
the continued lannentation, the effect is truly fine of 
the harmony at the close ; ^ Jerusaleai ! Jerusalem ! 
return thou to the Lord thy God.* " 

Geraldine did not find the service tedious, for her 
mind and heart were occupied. The one voice in 
the Lamentation, with the irresistibly moving cho- 
rus, as ilie Abate had described it, was the more 
striking, from her never having heard before that 
species of chant. Nothing, however, to which she 
then, or had ever listened, could approach the effect 
produced on her whole being, when, after an im- 
pressive pause, the unearthly strain arose of the 
" Miserere !'' The consciousness of place and of 
time was lost I That she now heard the wail of 
departed spirits, from the prison of their puriication, 
was the most defined of her feelings, and this im- 
pression strengthened as the strain continued, till 
she found herself in mental aspirations for their ad- 
mittance into the angelic choir, to >^'hich their 
voices seemed already attuned. As the sounds 
died away, the pontiff read, in a low impressive 
voice, the concluding prayer; and when he paused, 
the light by which he had read disappeared, while 
the last and most exquisite harmony arose in deep- 
er, more intense supplication, and loud strokes, 
which reverberated through the chapel, commemo- 
rating the veil of the temple being rent in twain, 
closed in deep awe the service. 

In the primitive ages of the Church, it was cus- 
tomary to bring public penitents before the bishop, 
after matins on Holy Thursday ; and after the peni- 
tential psalms, with appropriate prayers and litanies, 
had been said or sung, they received the first abso- 
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lution ; and after tierce, (the third, ^nd our ninth 
hour), they were reconciled, by a second absolution, 
to the favour of the Church. Formerly, in the 
church of Salisbury, the arch-deacon besought the 
bishop, in the name of the penitents at the church- 
door, to admit them to favour, and the ceremony 
must have been most edifying; but in these days of 
pride, and self-love, the conditions for gaining the 
indulgence of the Church, are of a far less humbling 
nature. It was usual to celebrate three masses on 
Maundy Thursday: at the first, public penitents 
were reconciled ; at the second, the oils were con- 
secrated for the sacraments throughout the year; 
and the third was celebrated with more than usual 
solemnity, in honour of our blessed Saviour's hav- 
ing, on that day, instituted the commemoration of 
his death, in the sacrifice of the mass, and the sa- 
crament of the holy Eucharist. At this last-men- 
tioned mass, it is customary in cathedrals, for all 
the attendant clergy to go to communion, when, as 
they receive sacramentally, and not in sacrifice, 
they receive under one kind only. 

In gratitude and joy for this great gift to the 
Church, she mitigates on this day some of the 
mournful observances of the week, and the orna- 
ments of the altar are veiled with white instead of 
purple. At the mass of this* day the "Gloria in 
Excelsis" is sung, and the bells, which have been 
silent since Septuagesima Sunday, are rung during 
this hymn of joy, arid likewise at the Papal Bene- 
diction; but, with these exceptions, they remain 
silent, in token of mourning, and wooden clappers 
are substituted, to call the faithful to their religious 
duties. On this day (Maundy Thursday) no kiss 
of peace is given at the altar, in abhorrence of the 
kiss by which Judas betrayed his l^ord. The cele- 
brant consecrates two particles of the sacred Host; 
one to be offered in commemorative sacrifiQe, and 

6* 
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received in communion as usual at mass, the other 
to be reserved for the office of Good Friday, when 
DO consecration takes place. The sacred Host 
thus kept, has been ever, with respect and awe, 
deposited in a suitable place, and for ages has been 
carried thither in procession: this being the anni- 
versary of its institution by Him, who, when about 
to terminate His mortal life of sufferings, left us 
this pledge of His love, . The procession now formed 
in the same order as that on Palm Sunday, with 
this striking difference, that, whereas the pontiff 
had, on the preceding occasion, been borne in 
triumph, he now humbly walked bare-headed, car- 
rying the sapred Host, while incense was burned 
before it, and lights were held in its honour by all 
in the procession, which moved from the * Sala 
Reggia,' into the Pauline chapel. Both the hall 
and the chapel were in a blaze of light. The in- 
stant the holy father had reverently received the 
ciborium from the altar, containing the sacred 
Host, the sacramental hymn of the ** Pange Lingua" 
had commenced : 



PANGE LINGUA. 

« Sing, my tongue ! in raptures sing 
The mysteries of the world's great King ; 
His glorious flesh, and saving blood. 
Given in love to be our food; 
That blood, which in his torments flowed, 
To ransom sinful man bestowed. ^ 

Bestowed by Heaven on sinful earth, 
A spotless virgin gave Him birth ; 
And while He lived, He scattered wide 
His word's true seed on every side, 
And left rich pledges of His love, 
£re He resumed His throne above. 

Surrounded by His faithful few 
That evening of his last adieu. 
And folly kept the sacred rite 
Oidained for that eventful night; 
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For food, He gave Himself^ to prove 
A sweet remembrance of his love. 

The procession having now reached the Pai^line 
chapel, the choir continued : 

'< The word V>f solemn mystery said, 
To Christ's own flesh converts the bread ; 
The wine, the Almighty's voice has heard. 
His blood is present at the word ;' 
And faith, though sense will fail us here, , 

Suffices to the heart sincere.*' 

When the Pontiff had arrived at the altar of the 
Pauline chapel, a cardinal ^eacon receiving on his 
knees the sacred treasure, conveyed it to the depo- 
sitory prepared for it; which the sacristan having 
locked after the pontiff, still kneeling with his cardi- 
nals, had incensed the blessed Sacraments, the key 
was given to the priest who was to celebrate on the 
following day, and who was the Cardinal Grand 
Penitentiary. During this last ceremony, the con- 
cluding verses of the hymn, beginning " Tantum 
ergo,*' were sung. 



^ Let us profoundly bend before 
Thin awful mystery, and adore : 
Let types of former days give way, 
Like darkness at the blaze of day, 
And sense's failure be supplied 
By faith, our firm support and guide. 

To God the Father, God the Son, 
His equal, sole-begotten one ; 
And to the Holy Ghost, we raise 
Our hymns of jubilee and praise ; 
Salvation, power, and glory be 
To God, who reigns eternally." 

The procession, then, instead of returning to the 
Papa] cnapel, proceeded to the loggier or gallery, in 
front of the church of St. Peter's, the holy father 
being again borne in state to give his apostolic bless- 
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ing to the assembled multitude. Many rushed from 
the Sistine chapel to witness this imposing sight, but 
our heroine had been promised not only to witness, 
but also to partake of the blessing on Easter Sunday, 
and therefore, had listened to the advice given her, 
not to attempt to see everything and enjoy nothing, 
and now quickly accompanied her father and the 
Contessa, to the * Sala della Lavanda,' to see the 
ceremony of the holy father washing the feet of his* 
priests. By this arrangement they arrived in time 
to secure seats just opposite the expected scene, and, 
before the entrance of his holiness, the Abate joined 
them, and whispered to Geraldine, that he conclud- 
ed she was aware that the interior disposition mUst 
accompany the outward action to render it accept- 
able to Almighty God; and, thalAio one gave more 
edification, by the fervour and simplicity of his 
humility, than did his present holiness. . " If the Sig- 
nora, in common with her fair countrywomen, has 
been disposed to scoff or been offended at seeing the 
chief bishop receive the tribute of respect of kissing 
his foot, she will now be pleased in seeing him kiss 
the feet of others." 

As the Abate spoke, the holy father, with his 
retinue, entered the hall, and the whole company 
knelt, until he had extended his hand in token of 
benediction, when they arose, and a cardinal deacon 
having received the especial blessing before singing 
the gospel, the twelfth of St. John was chanted, the. 
choir first singing the versicle, *' Mandatum novum 
da nobis." The pontiff^'s cope and breastplate w^ere 
then taken off, and he was clad in the alb, and girt 
with a towel of fine cloth. The holy fathor then pro- 
ceeded to where the thirteen priests were seated, 
attended by his deacons, who bore the utensils, 
towels, &c., used by the pontiff. He knelt and 
washed the right foot of each priest, which, having 
dried, he kissed. A medal of gold, and one of silver 
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alsoy were then given to each priest, together with 
the embroidered towel. 

After this, in another hall, his holiness waited on 
the same thirteen priests at their repast. 

In the evening of this day, Geraldine was taken 
by her father to see the blazing cross of fire suspend- 
ed within the dome of St. Peter's. The whole of 
the immense fabric was thronged with people, of 
every age, clime, and condition, gazing on that 
glorious object, and the pontiff and all the cardinals 
now descended from the Sistirte chapel, where they 
had been attending the service of Tenebrse, room 
having been kept for them by the Swiss guards. 
Silence, holy silence, reigned throughout the whole 
church, — even the whispering and. littering of the 
English Protestant ladies ceased* for a short time, 
while the pontiff and all around him lay prostrate 
before the symbol of Redemption. But at the ex- 
position of the sacred relicks which soon after took 
place, General Carrington, being tormented by the 
unbecoming behaviour of the English groups near 
him, drew Geraldine away,'and they drove imme- 
diately to the church of Sant' Antonio de' Porto- 
ghesi, to visit the blessed sacrament there deposited ; 
and as this visit was unexpected to our heroine, and 
made, as she supposed, by her father from simple 
devotion, the effect was still more impressive, of the 
resplendent repository of the sacred Host, which 
poured forth a flood of light, reflected on all sides of 
that small but exquisitely beautiful church. General 
Carrington and his daughter joined the prostrate 
congregation in silent prayer, till, touching her on 
the arm to arise and look around her, he led her in 
a short time back to the carriage, where he told her 
that, if she wished it, he would take her that even- 
ing to a sacred concert, held at the house of an 
Italian lady, where she would hear the " Miserere" 
to perhaps evengreater advantage than in the Sistine 
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chapel, as there would be an instrumental accom- 
paniment of the finest harmony. 

" How richly must I be feasting," said Geraldine, 
" to feel no- wish for this sacred concert, which 
would once have been, indeed, a treat I shall, 
however, be happy to be with you, dearest father^ 
if you are going." 

" No," said the General, " I have no inclination 
for this concert but for your sake ; I will, therefore, 
order them to take us home, and you shall go early 
to rest." 

On their return to the palazzo, and before Geral- 
dine had retired, the Abate called, scarcely expect- 
ing to see them, as he concluded they had gone to 
the sacred concert. He was much pleased to find 
that Geraldine had visited the sepulchre in the church 
of St. Antonio, as he gave it the preference, but was 
a little disappointed to find her so unusually silent. 

" Is the Signora disappointed ?" said he. 

" I am only disappointed, or rather perplexed," 
replied she, " at the anticipation of time, which 
disturbs my devotion, and must continue to do so: 
for instance, Signor Abate, you and every one term 
the place in which the blessed sacrament is deposit- 
ed ' the sepulchre,' and I understand that the figure 
of our blessed Lord is often represented lying in the 
tomb to which the sacred Host is carried on this 
Maundy Thursday. Why do you represent the 
burial of our Saviour before his death ? Why is not 
Holy Saturday the day appointed for guarding the 
sepulchre ?" 

" After the mass of Maundy Thursday," replied 
the Abate, ** the blessed sacrament is carried from 
the altar, which is stripped of all its ornaments, to 
represent the desolation of the Church, at the loss of 
her divine spouse, for it was on the night of Maundy 
Thursday, that our Lord was betrayed and taken. 
The faithful have been in the constant habit of 
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following their hidden Lord to the depository in 
which the blessed sacrament is placed, to pay their 
homage ; and this custom has fallen in so naturally 
with the idea of his lying hidden in the sepulchre, 
that by degrees that name, has been given to the 
receptacle, and the two pious acts have become 
blended." . 
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CpAPTER VI. 

Is it not strange the darkest hour, 

l^hat ever dawned on sinful earth, 

Should touch the heart with softer power 

For comfort than an angers mirth 1 
That to the cross the mourner's eye should turn 
Sooner than where the stars of Christmas bum 1 

Yet so it is, for duly there 

The bitter herbs of earth are set ; 

Till, tempered by the Saviour's prayer, 

And with the Saviour's life-blood wet, 
They turn to sweetness, and drop holy balm, 
Soft as imprisoned martyr's death-bed calm. 

Htmsts roB Goon Fbidat — Keblz. ] 

NoTHiHTG could surpass the look of grief and 
desolation in the papal chapel, on the morning of 
Good Friday. The altar was stripped, the sanc- 
tuary without a carpet, the benches and the throne 
uncovered, the vestments of thepohtiff, cardinals, and 
subordinate priests, were of mourning hue ; and on 
their entrance they lay prostrate in silent prayer 
before the altar, on which a simple cloth was spread, 
while the lesson was chanted from the prophet 
Hosea : '* Thus saith the Lord, * In their affliction they 
will rise early to me. Come and let us return to the 
Lord, for he hath taken us, and he will heal us, he 
will strike and he will cure us. He will revive 
after two days. On the third day he will raise us 
up, and we shall live in his sight. We shall know 
and shall follow on, that we may know the Lord. 
His going forth is prepared as the morning light, 
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and he wi]I come to us, as the early and the latter 
rain to the earth. What shall I do to thee, O 
Ephraim ! What shall I do to thee, O Judah ! ybur 
mercy is as a morning cloud, and as the dew that 
goeth away in the fnornin^. For this reason have 
I hewed them by the prophets. I have slain them 
by the words of my mouth, and thy judgments shall 
go forth as the light, for I desired mercy and not 
sacrifice, and the knowledge of God more than 
holocausts " The lesson read for the epistle, was 
from Exodus, relating to the institution of the pass- 
over, which prefigured the death of the Redeemer ; 
aid after the tract, followed the gospel of the pas- 
sion of our Lord Jesus Christ, according to St. John; 
after which, on this commemoration of the great 
day of expiation for the sins of all mankind, follow- 
ed prayers " for the whole Church, for the holy 
pontiff*, as its visible head, for all bishops, priests, 
deacons, and degrees of the clergy, for confessors, 
virgins, widows, and all other congregated portions 
of the faithful, for temporal sovereigns, for cate- 
chumens ; also to beseech the removal of error, of 
disease and famine, for the liberation of captives, 
the safe return of travellers by sea or land, for the 
grace of conversion and mercy for all heretics and 
schismatics, for the Jews and Pagans;" from which 
beautiful collects, Geraldine perceived had been 
formed the " general prayer" in the Church of Eng- 
land liturgy, for all sorts and conditions of men. At 
the conclusion of these prayers, the officiating priest, 
who on this occasion was the cardinal grand-peni- 
tentiary putting off* his chasuble, partially uncover- 
ed the crucifix, beginning the anthem " Ecce lignum 
crucis," Behold the wood of the cross I on which 
hung the Saviour of the world : the choir responding, 
"Come let us adore!" This was repeated three 
times, as the celebrant disclosed by degrees the 
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whole of the crucifix ; and the pontifT having risen 
from the third genuflection at the uncovering the 
cross, and having laid aside his shoes and cope^ 
descended from his throne, when his mitre being also 
removed, he knelt in homage, and again, as he ad- 
vanced to kiss the cross, knelt twice. The choir 
then chanted those aflecting passages termed '' Re- 
proaches," and at the end of each the reply was 
given in Greek and Latin : " Oh my people, what 
nave I done to thee, or in what have I afflicted thee, 
answer me ? Because I led thee out of the land oif 
Egypt, thou hast prepared a cross for thy Saviour?'' 

Kesponse. "O holy God, — O holy and power- 
ful, — O holy immortal one, — have mercy on us!" 

'' Because I led thee out through the desert for 
forty years, and fed thee with manna, and brought 
thee into a land exceedingly good, thou hast pre- 
pared a cross for thy Saviour ! What more ought 
I to do for ihee, and have not done it ? I planted 
thee indeed, my most beautiful vineyard, and thou 
art become to me exceedingly bitter, for thou hast 
given me vinegar in my thirst, and with a spear 
thou has pierced the side of thy Saviour." 

The chorus answer in turn in the Greek and 
Latin as before. 

" For thy sake I scourged Egypt with its first- 
born, and thou didst scourge roe, and deliver me up. 
I led thee out of Egypt, drowning Pharaoh in the 
Red Sea, and thou didst deliver me to the chief 
priests. 

" Before thee I opened the sea, and thou didst 
open my side with a spear. 

" I went before thee in a pillar of cloud, and thou 
didst lead me to the judgment hall of Pilate. 

" I fed thee with manna through the desert, and 
thou didst strike me with blows and scpurges. 

"I gave thee to drink the water of salvation 
from tne rock^ and thou gavest me gall and vinegar. 
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" For thee I struck the kings of the Canaanites, 
and thou didst strike my head with a reed. 

" I gave thee a royal sceptre, and thou didst give 
to my head a crown of thorns. 

" I lifted thee up with great power, and thou didst 
hang me upon the gibbet of the cross." 

The whole chorus then sang, — 

" O my people what have I done to thee, or in 
what have I afflicted thee ?" followed by the An- 
them. 

" We adore thy cross, O Lord, and praise and 
glorify the holy resurrection, for by this word came 
joy into the whole world. 

" May God have mercy on us, and bless us ; may 
he cause the light of his countenance to shine upon 
us, and have mercy on us." 

Then follo^yed the hymn in honour of the cross; 
beginning " crux fidelis," during which, the candles 
were lighted on the altar, and the procession, which 
had conveyed the sacred Host to the tabernacle of 
the Pauline chapel, on the preceding day, now 
fetched it thence, and the cross being borne before 
it uncovered, and raised in triumph, the choir sang 
the hymn " Vexilla Regis." 

The sacred service of the mass then proceeded, 
the Mass of the Presanctified, so called, from the 
host having been consecrated on the previous day. 
Vespers immediately followed, and the altar was 
then stripped as before, and the door of the taber- 
nacle left open, to show that its glory and treasure 
was gone ! 

Has the reader known what it is to revisit a room, 
endeared by many fond and holy remembrances ; 
endeared still more in hours of sickness, and furnish- 
ed with sufficient for the mind and heart, even whfen 
the lifeless form of the loved one lay within it ; to 
revisit it when all was gone ; and the exposure of 
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the once private apartment,— -doors* windows, all 
thrown open, and the removal of all that had served 
the owner, told that he was indeed dead 1 if so^ he 
would have felt with Geraldine, as at the door of 
the chapel she looked back on the sanctuary, that 
nothing could equal the effect of its desolation, in 
conveying the impression of death, — of death! who 
then was dead ? the world's Redeemer ? Be hushed 
in awe ye mortals? 

"Are you ill, my love?'* said the General, as he 
followed her into the carriage. 

" No, dear father,'' replied she, " but throughout 
the remainder of this day, and to-morrow, I should 
wish to watch and pray in some church where the 
holy sepulchre is represented." 

The General looked at his watch: "It is you 
who are now anticipating, Geraldine," said he, "for 
the hour of the crucifixion is only just at hand, and 
the three hours' agony on the cross, is now about 
to be commemorated, in several of the churches. 
I could take you, but that I fear you would be over- 
come, and perhaps disagreeably so, by the vehe- 
mence of Italian feeling, both on the part of the 
preacher, and of his audienee. We quiet English 
are rather repelled than attracted by such violent 
emotions." 

" I should like to be in some church or chapel,'^ 
said Geraldine, " during these three hours ; and I 
Can sympathize in true fervour, however contrasted, 
in outward expression, from the national reserve to 
which I have been accustomed." 

The General then gave orders to be driven to the 
nearest church, but found every entrance blocked up 
by eaVnest expectants of the solemn and mournful 
commemoration. He then thought of applying at 
the sacristy for a seat for Geraldine, when one of 
his Italian servants, who had been watching for 
them at the portico of the Sistine chapel, but had 
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missed them, came with a message from the Abate 
Zaccaria, to say, that if the signora wished to attend 
"le tre ore," at the church of St. Andrea delle 
Tratte, a chair would be kept for her ; and they 
accordingly hastened thither, where Gerald ine, after 
much labour on the part of two kind ecclesiastics, 
reached the seat reserved for her; and the General, 
having promised to take charge of her when all 
should be over, had not followed into the dense 
mass of people, but remained in the portico. Our 
heroine had not been prepared for the all but dra- 
matic representation of the awful scene of Calvary; 
and when, on raising her head from her silent 
prayer to look towards the sanctuary, she beheld 
the figure of our blessed Redeemer between the 
two thieves, so admirably wrought that nature 
seemed to have taken the place of art, she gasped 
for breath, and then dropping her face on her hands, 
mentally ejaculated, " this is too much J** At that 
instant, the first of the seven sacred sayings of 
Christ on the cross was solemnly given by a priest, 
accompanied by a set commentary on them. ' The 
first sentence was, " Father forgive them, for they 
know not what they do!" and a young Dominican 
friar, with a tide of fervent eloquence which bore 
away all coldness and criticism, burst in upon the 
commentary, and had won over our heroine to feel 
as if among the living witnesses of the dying ago- 
nies and dereliction of her God, — when the preach- 
er paused, and three strophes of the " Stabat Mater 
dolorosa" were sung, during which he rested from 
his exertions; and then again, a priest from the 
sanctuary having given forth the second sentence 
of, "To-day thou shalt be with me in paradise," 
the friar, with renewed power, and the irresistible 
force of sincerity, continued. The third sentence 
is addressed to the blessed Virgin, — " Woman, be- 
hold thy sonr^ and to St John,— «• Behold thy 

7* 
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mother/* The fourth, — and here the Dominicaik 
showed the deepest knowledge of the sufTerings 
which God permits to the sensitive part of the soul 
while the superior part remains firm, — " My God ! 
mv God! why hast thou forsaken me?" Fifth, — 
"I thirst;" sixth,— "It is finished;" lastly,— 
" Father, into thy hands I commend my spirit I" 
During these seven portions of a sermon, or rather 
these seven sermons, between which were sung 
some verses of the plaintive "Stabat Mater," the 
interest and attention of the congregation, never 
flaeged; tears, sighs, and groans began, continued, 
and increased, till on the resounding of the ninth 
(in our modern style the third) hour, the preacher 
exclaimed, *'Ecco il memento!" and the whole con- 

S*egation sunk prostrate^ one cry of anguish filling 
e church. Geraldine neither wept nor groaned, 
but her frame trembled, her heart felt ready to 
burst, and she remained insensible to the voice of 
the friar, which continued when she would have 
preferred silence. At length, she was roused by the 
simultaneous movement of the multitude to arise, 
and she beheld, crossing the sanctuary, which had 
been lined with painted scenery to represent Mount 
Calvary, a band of friars, wlio, representing the 
disciples, ascended by degrees to the cross, and 
began to draw out the nails, and take down the 
body. At the sound made by drawing forth each 
nail, so great was the emotion around her, and so 
painful her own sensations, that Geraldjne, for the 
first time in her life, expected to faint. From the 
peasants arose a perfect clamour of grief, and from 
those of the highest Italian nobility of both sexes 
around her, the sobs and deep sighs continued, 
while the prayers in honour .of the five sacred 
wounds of Christ were repeated. And now the 
bod^ being taken down from the cross, and laid on 
a bier, just within the rails of the sanctuary, the 
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congregation moved in regular train to kiss the feel 
and weep over them. Our heroine moved with the 
crowd; all was gentle and decent, and in order* 
At length, it was her turn to approach this sem-* 
blaoce of the dead Christ, and the perfection with 
which the hue of death and lines of suffering were 
executed, having removed the dread which she had 
entertained of desecration, she knplt with feelings 
more in accordance with the ardent crowd around 
her, than she could have supposed possible. 

It was a considerable time before our heroine, io 
the procession made round the church, arrived at 
the spot where stood her father, and with him, Dr* 
Wharton. The General looked with anxiety in her 
pale exhausted countenance, and drew her hastily, 
through the now dispersing throng into the open 
air. ** You are incapable of anything more to-day, 
Geraldine,'' said he, " and I regret having exposed 
you to all that highly-wrought feeling.'' Greraldine 
leaned on her father's arm in silence, while, on their 
way home, he conversed with Dr. Wharton ; but, 
on his again regretting that he had taken her to the 
preaching and representation of the *• Three Hours,*' 
she replied, " There was no more feeling — indeed, 
how can there ever be sufficient for the all-engross- 
ing commemoration of to-day. I was indeed over* 
come by witnessing the emotion of those around 
me, but, had not the subject deserved it, this alone 
would only perhaps have steeled me in insensibility; 
for, I have ever remarked, that if I see weakness in 
others, I am so. far from sympathising that I feel 
new strength given me. But, dare I call the honest 
sensibility, the warm religious sorrow of these ardent 
Italians, a weakness 1 ah, no 1 rather let me strike 
on my own cold heart" 

The General smiled — '*God forgive me, then, 
child, if your heart be cdd. But neither of our 
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hearts is so, I humbly trust. Our reserve only is 
greater, and in^this, I think, consists the great difier- 
ence between the northern and southern nations : the 
former appear cold, the latter exaggerated. So 
striking a contrast is there between the Catholics of 
England and those of Italy, that I much doubt, 
whether they could live happily together, even with 
that firmest of all bonds of union, the same dogmas 
of faith. Now, our countrymen and women, if they 
be Protestants, never consider this national contrast, 
and place every apparent extravagance to the score 
of religion, for they know nothing of Catholicity in 
their own country, where, from its calm manifesta- 
tion, it would be of course more acceptable, — at 
least, less obnoxious." 

" Yes, indeed," said Dr. Wharton. " National 
prejudices influence, in a lamentable degree, the 
judgment, if it deserve the name, which Christians 
of different countries pass on each other, and which 
judgment has, of course, been rendered more severe 
from diversity of creed. But let not the cautious 
and reserved son of the north, and his ardent and 
imaginative brother of the south, misjudge and con- 
demn each other. Let the strong powers of reason- 
ing, the independent and laborious spirit of investi- 
f Ration and of endurance, which characterises the 
brmer, be manifested without pride or severity; and 
let those intuitive perceptions of beauty and harmony, 
those impassioned aspirations towards whatever is 
lovely in creation or revelation, which distinguish 
the latter, be ever directed aright, and centre in the 
giver of those rich gifts : and if the outpouring of the 
soul into outward acts of devotion, be an irrepressi- 
ble impulse in the southern Christian, and as such 
most acceptable to the Being who says, * My son, 
give me thy heart;' yet let these children of a genial 
skyi in their turn learn to know, that with a different 
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temperament, and a scrupulous dread of exaggera- 
tiouy piety can exist with intensity, without requiring 
any vent save that of secret prayer." 

*^ Alas !" said Geraldine, " when will it again be 
said, ' See how these Christians love each other V 
When will party spirit cease, and distrust and suspi- 
cion melt into love and confidence ?" She uttered 
this with the greater feeling, as she recalled the, 
ofiensive* conduct, during this holy and mournful 
week, of the British Protestants in Rome, especially 
during the procession on Maundy Thursday, when 
the pontiff conveyed the sacred host to the recepta*' 
cle prepared in the Pauline chapel. Their admission 
to the private chapel of the holy father, had been a 
concession, which, even in common decency, not to 
say courtesy, should have been acknowledged by a 
respectful demeanour ; but, far from this, they had 
disturbed and insulted, by their levity and ridicule, 
the whole of the congregation. " I much regret," 
continued Geraldine to Dr. Wharton, *' that the an- 
cient discipline has been discontinued, of dismissing 
all strangers, even the catechumens, from the 
church, before the celebration of the mysteries. 
What can induce the holy father to permit the 
admission of these idle scoffers?" 

•♦Some come to scoff who remain to pray," 
replied Dr. Wharton. 

** God Grant," said our heroine, with a sigh, " that 
such may be the result of Protestant intrusion this 
week upon the sacred mysteries of the Church." 
But she little thought that in one remarkable instance 
this had been the case, and that at the very pro- 
cession on Holy Thursday, when the insulting con- 
duct of his friends was at its height, an impression, 
sudden as wonderful, was made, never to be effaced 
from the mind and heart of the chief wit of the 
party. Yes, to the heart of the classical enthusiast 
and author, Mr. Ellis, the voice of God had spoken ! 
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* • He had stood immediately behind the file of 

Siards which lined the centre aisle, through which 
e procession passed, and, as the pontiff ad vancedy 
bearing the sacred Host, the expression of awe, of 
love, of adoration, with which his venerable coun- 
tenance was illumined, as he bore the hidden Deity — 
that look — that never-to-be-for^tten look, wrought 
the conversion of the sceptic. 
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CHAPTER VII. 

At length ihe worst is o*er, and thou art laid 

Deep in thy darksome bed, 

All still and cold, beneath yon dreary stone, 

Thy sacred form is gone. 

Around those lips, where power and mercy hang, 

The dews of death have clung, 

The dull earth o'er thee, and thy foes around, 

Thou sleep'st, a silent corse, in funeral fetters wound. 

Iir the evening, Geraldine being invited to hear 
again the Miserere at the Sisline chapel, accompa- 
nied her father thither, and they afterwards drove, 
with the Abate Zaccaria and Contessa C — , to the 
hospital Delia Trinita de' Pellegrini : an imniense 
building, devoted to the reception of pilgrims of all 
nations, who during the three last days of the holy 
week, are gratuitously lodged and fed, while cardi- 
Bals and nobility of both sexes, in humble piety, give 
them the primitive welcome, of washing their feet, 
and waiting on them at supper. Our heroine was 
permitted to stand a few instants at the half-open 
door of the male pilgrims, and then ascended, with 
the Contessa, to the female apartments, where she 
was greatly pleased to see the holy simplicity with 
which some of the loveliest of the high-born, offered, 
and the lowly received, these acts of humility and 
hospitality. 

" I have not yet heard what were the impres- 
sions of the Signorina," said the Abate, as the party 
were returning to the palazzo, *^ on seeing our holy 
father perform the ceremony of washing the feet of 
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twelve, or, as it is, thirteen priests, in honour of 
Christ washing the feet of his apostles ?" 

" I was almost, but not entirely, .edified," replied 
Geraldine. ** I know his present holiness to be full 
of humility, as well as zeal; therefore I expected, 
as I have gladly seen to-night, as much reality in 
the pious act as possible, and did not like to see him 
so much waited upon, by the attendant cardinal, 
during the performance; and I felt the same during 
the commemorative dinner, when there was too 
much rising and bowing when his holiness handed 
to each the plates, and bread, and wine." 

" With respect to the holy father being waited 
upon during his own humble ministry on others, it 
may, indeed, appear inconsistent," said the Abate, 
** till you consider the immense fatigues he has un- 
dergone, and has still to undergo, during the inces- 
sant ceremonies of the Holy Week, the more trying, 
on account of his great private austerities. His 
predecessors have frequently, from age and infirmi- 
ty, been obliged to receive still greater assistance, 
and sometimes to delegate the ceremony to a cardi- 
nal: and I see no objection," continued the Abate, 
*< to the priests rising, through humility, when handed 
the different articles at table by his holiness, for we 
may suppose the apostles to have given some token 
of respect to their divine Master, who is now com- 
memorated." 

*• I think," said the General, " that in former days 
his holiness performed this act of precept and of 
commemoration on twelve poor men, previously to 
attending the priests." * 

" Yes," said the Abate, " there used to be two 
commemorations, but both are now in one." 

" Why are these thirteen in number ?'* said 
Geraldine, 

" Various are the reasons given," replied the 
Abate, '' for thi^addition to the number of the apos- 
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ties : some see St Paul, others St. Matthias, in the 
thirteenth ; others the host at whose house Christ 
celebrated the festival with his disciples; but the 
most generally received opinion is, that an additional 
guest is in commemoration of the miraculous ap- 
pearance of an angel amongst the twelve poor men 
whom St. Gregory the Great daily fed at his resi* 
dence, which is now the church on the Monte 
Celio. And now, what are the plans of the Signora 
for to-morrow?" adaed the Abate to General Car- 
rington. 

"My daughter's plans ought to be confined to her 
pillow," replied the General ; " but as 1 have lost the 
good habit of ever contradicting her, I suppose we 
are to be in St. John Lateran, to witness the solemn 
baptism of some Jewish converts, and the benedic- 
tion of the fire and incense ; are we not Geraldine V^ 

" And the paschal candle, my own Padrino," 
said she. 

'' And all the lessons on prophecies, I suppose," 
said the General, with a sigh of resignation, " which 
used to be read for the instruction of the catechu- 
mens, and continue for us members of the Church, 
beginning with Genesis, and giving the whole history 
of the providence of God to men, from the fall of 
our first parent to the reparation made by Christ. 
Signer Aoate," continued he, after a little pause, 
'* I like to go to church for worship, not for instruc- 
tion/' 

'' But do you not like to combine the two ?" said 
the Abate. 

" I prefer," said the General, " that instruction 
should be given apart, unless it may be in sermons." 

*< But," said the Contessa smiling, " these twelve 
lessons will enable the General to make twelve acts 
of patience, and he will rejoice in such an opportu- 
nity of merit." 

*• Which," rejoined the Abate, " might in former 

VOL. III. — 8. 



86 A TALE OF CONSCIENCE., 

days have afforded twenty-four such acts, as they 
used to be read in Greek as well as in Latin, for the 
catechumens of that nation." 

"lam still disappointed," said Geraldine, " at the 
early hour in which the once evening mass of Holy 
Saturday, is said ; for how can one enter into all 
the joy of a near anticipation of our Lord's resur- 
rection, when we have had no time to watch at his 
tomb ? How beautifully correct and devout are the 
arrangements of the Church, as they still are found 
in the missal and breviary for this vigil." 

" Yes," said the Abate, " the Church anciently 
celebrated no mass on this day, not only to express 
her desolation at the loss of her divine spouse, but 
as in death the soul and body of Christ were divided, 
the former descending into limbo, the latter remain- 
ing in the tomb, during which time had the Apos- 
tles consecrated the elements, the soul of Christ 
would not have been in the sacred Host and chalice ; 
so in strict commemoration, no consecration took 
place on Holy Saturday, till midnight." 

" The mass of the pre-sanctified on Good Friday, 
is also, I conclude," said Geraldine, ** because no 
consecration should take place during the comme- 
morative absence of Christ's soul from his sacred 
body ?" 

" It is so," said the Abate, " Good Friday being 
commemorative of the time when his dead body 
would alone have been in the Eucharist, united how- 
ever to his divinity, from which it was never sepa- 
rated. In like manner, when Jesus Christ himself 
consecrated at his last supper, he was in the Eucha- 
rist true God, and true man, but passible and mor- 
tal as he then was, instead of being, as he now is in 
the Eucharist, living, glorious, resuscitated, immor- 
tal, and, in a word, as he is in heaven."* 

* Rodrigaei. 
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"Then," said Gerald ine, "I am satisfied, as in- 
deed I always am, after deeper inquiry into the wise 
regulations of the Church ; but it certainly appeared 
strange to me, that the very day on which the 
death of Jesus Christ is commemorated, the sacri- 
fice, which is the separation of the sacred elements, 
should not take place, and the communion be only 
sacramental, and therefore received by the priest 
under one kind. And tell me, Signor Abate," con- 
tinued Geraldine, "if for the reasons you have 
mentioned, and which I quite understand, the con- 
secration should not be made duriilg the death of 
our Lord, still i do not see why a separate conse- 
cration was not made on Maundy Thursday, and 
the chalice as well as the Host borne in procession 
to a place of safety; as everything is so strictly 
commemorative, why is not the separation of the 
elements made to show the separation of the soul 
from the body of Christ ?" 

" Th6 similitude would not be correct," replied 
the Abate, "because the soul and divinity of Christ, 
with his body, are equally in the chalice with his 
blood, as they are with his body in the Host; that 
is to say, the entire Christ is in each species; there- 
fore, the separation would not be exemplified." 

"Then, I conclude," said Geraldine, "that the 
chalice does not accompany the Host in procession 
to the receptacle, for fear of any accident and de- 
secration, just as for that reason it is withheld from 
the laity?" 

" You are correct," said the Abate. 

On Holy Saturday morning. General Carrington 
took his daughter to witness the blessing of the fire, 
and of the paschal candle, followed by the baptism 
of some Jewish converts, who, having been fully 
instructed during the Lent, were now with great 
solemnity baptized by the cardinal-vicar, on this 
appointed day, in the church of St. John Lateran* 
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The baptismal font in this, and every Catholic 
church, was previously blessed. The first part of 
the office was the blessing the element of fire 7 
which rite is found in the oldest liturgies extant, 
where also will be found proper blessings, not only 
for those things used for the altar, but in ordinary 
life, — a new house, a new bed, candles, food, water, 
&c.; for it is only by the divine blessing that crea- 
tures can be made beneficial to us, and evil spirits 
restrained from employing them to hurt us. Be- 
seeching then the blessing of God on everything we 
use, we acknowledge that from Him alone we re- 
ceive them, to Him alone we would devote them : 
and this especially must be felt and acknowledged 
in all that relates to Divine worship; for, in the 
language of Scripture, creatures groan under the 
slavery of corruption, and must be purified and 
consecrated to God, before they be employed in his 
service. 

The mystery of Christ's resurrection being the 
spiritual renovation of the world, Easter has always 
been esteemed the most suitable season for blessing 
many things we use. Fire enlightens our altars 
and churches, and is of great and continual use in 
our natural and civil life; it ought, therefore, to be 
blessed before the paschal candle, for which it is 
required: and it is the custom for all lights and 
fires to be put out, and lighted up anew from fire 
struck from a flint, and blessed. This new fire re- 
presents Christ rising to kindle in our hearts a new 
spiritual fire of his love; the old profane fire of our 
earthly passions being first extinguished in us by his 
victory over sin. It likewise serves symbolicallly 
to remind us of our obligation of walking in the 
newness of a spiritual life, being now risen with 
Christ by his grace. 

The paschal candle is an illustrious emblem of 
Christ rising from the dead, the light of the world ; 
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and i^ a sign which announces to us the joy and 
glory of his resurrection. The five grains of frank* 
incense fixed in it» symbolically represent his five 
precious wounds, the embalming of his body at his 
burial ; and the spices brought by the hply women 
to his sepulchre. This great candle anciently gave 
light during the night-watching in the church on 
Easter eve.* 

Geraldine observed in the sanctuary during the 
service of Holy Saturday, besides the paschal can* 
die, a triple light, which she concluded was to sig- 
nify "the light of the Triune God, shining to the 
world through Christ," and, on inquiring afterwards, 
found she was correct. The previous blessing of 
the fire was as follows : a fire was struck from a 
flint outside the church, and coals were kindled 
from it. The officiating priest with his ministers 
proceeded to the portico of the church, and thus 
blessed thQ fire. 

" The Lord be with you." 

" And with thy spirit." 

** Let us pray. O God, who hast bestowed on 
thv faithful, the fire of thy brightness, by thy Son 
who is the corner stone : sancti f fy this new fire 
produced from the flint, that it may prove service- 
able to us: and grant us so to be inflamed with 
heavenly desires through this paschal solemnity, 
that we may be able to arrive with pure minds at 
the festival of perpetual light, through the sanie 
Christ our Lord. Amen." 

Two more collects followed, and the five grains 
of incense were blessed. The thurifer then filled 
the thurible with coals from the fire, and the cele- 
brant, having sprinkled the grains of incense and 
the fire with holy water, said the ** Asperges me," 

* « Moveable feaete and fasts of the Catholic Ohureh,** hj tho 
Rev. Alb&a Botler. 

8* 
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&C. <'Thoa shalt sprinkle me i^itfa hyssop, O 
Lord, and I shall be cleansed : thou shalt wash me^ 
and I shall be made whiter than snow." On the 
new fire he then thrice threw the incense; the dea- 
con lighted one of the triple lights which he held 
on a reed, and they entered the church ; when 
kneeling, the deacon chanted, "Lumen Christ!,'^ 
the light of Christ The same words were sung 
by him in a louder tone in the middle of the church, 
and still louder and more joyfully before the altar. 
Then, having asked the priest's blessing, it was thua 
given ; ** May the Lord be on thy heart, and on 
thy lips, that thou mayest worthily and duly an- 
nounce his paschal praise : in the name of the Fa- 
ther, and of the Son, f and of the Holy Ghost. 
Amen." 

Here the five grains of frankincense were fixed 
on the paschal candle in the form of a cross, with 
an appropriate prayer; the triple candle blessed, 
and also the lamps of the church ; and, after the 
concluding prayer, the deacon changing his white 
vestments for purple, those twelve long lessons from 
the Old Testament were read, which the General 
had wished omitted. 

At the ^conclusion of the lessons the baptismal 
font was blessed, and baptism solemnly given by 
the cardinal-vicar to four Jewish converts. The 
Litany from which that in the Church of England 
is principally taken, then followed ; while the offici- 
ating cardinal lay prostrate at the altar, the rest of 
the ministers kneeling. At the conclusion, the choir 
sang the "Kyrie Eleison, Christe Eleison, Kyrie 
Eleison, Lord have mercy on us, Christ have mercy 
on us. Lord have mercy on us :" and mass began 
as usual, with lights on the altar, and directly the 
"Gloria in excelsis" was entoned, the veil was 
withdrawn from the altar-piece, the bells once more 
gave their joyous peal, and so well hud the time 
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been calculafed with the mass at the pontiff's 
chapel, which gives the signal throughout the city, 
that before the choir had concluded the hymn of 
joy, the bells of every church in Rome, with the 
cannon from the Castle of St. Angelo, proclaimed 
the glad tidings of the resurrection. * 
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CHAPTER VIII. 

O day of days! shall hearts set free, 
No minstrel rapture find for thee 1 
Thou art the sun of ther days. 
They shme by giving back thy rays. 

Enthroned in thy Sovereign sphere. 
Thou shedd*st thy light on all the year: 
Sundays by Thee, more glorious break 
An Easter day in every week. 

General Carriivgton and his daughter, having 
passed the remainder of Easter Eve in private 
devotion, and having each approached the tribunal 
of confession together, knelt at the early Mass in 

the little church of , and together received their 

risen and glorified Saviour. There still remained 
time for private thanksgiving, rest, and refreshment, 
before they attended the grand pontifical High Mass 
at St. Peter's, to which, crowds had been hastening 
to secure places even since sun-rise. Our heroine 
and her father had seats in the tribune erected near 
the high altar, and nearly opposite the throne, so 
that nothing was lost to them of the peculiar cere> 
monies of this great day. After having attended the 
previous commemorations in the confined dimen<- 
sions of the Sistine chapel, the space of St. Peter's 
appeared more than ever wonderful and magnifi- 
cent, lined, as it was now, with the ' Guarda Nobile*^ 
in their rich gold and scarlet cloth, and white 
ostrich plumes, and the Swiss guards in polished 
cuirasses and helmets of steel ; while, up the great 
centre aisle, advanced a procession, which, for splen- 
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dour and sacerdotal majesty, could not have been 
surpassed even in the temple of Jerusalem ; and, as 
Geraldine heard the signal trumpet sound, and 
caught the first view of the patriarchs, with their 
flowing beards, she could imagine that David and 
the high-priest were about to follow : — and mysti- 
cally so they were, united in the royal priest, who, 
borne in his crimson chair of state, and wearing the 
white robes of joy, gave his benedictions on each 
side, as he advanced to the high altar, while the 
church bells mingled with the trumpets and other 
military music, and the choristers entoned, " Thou 
art Peter, and upon this rock will I build my 
Church, and the gates of Hell shall not prevail 
against it." 

On arriving opposite the little chapel, where the 
blessed sacrament was exhibited, the holy father, 
removing his triply crown, descended to kneel in 
prayer with his cardinals. He was then borne to 
the foot of the high altar, where he again knelt in 
prayer before ascending the throne, which was on 
the epistle side of the sanctuary, and which was 
then surrounded by the priestly court of cardinals, 
patriarchs, archbishops, bishops, mitred abbots, and 
penitentiaries. After they had paid their homage, 
the pontiff rising, and laying aside the tiara, entoned 
the versicle, at the opening of the office of tierce (the 
third hour,) " Deus in adjutorium meum intendej' — 
"Incline unto my aid, O God ;*' and while the choir 
continued the office, he read the private preparation 
for Mass ; after which, having been vested by the 
cardinals, he gave out the concluding prayer of the 
hour, and, descending from the throne, went with 
nearly all those who stood around it, to the altar on 
which the triple crown was laid. The High Mass, 
with more than its ordinary ceremonial, then began, 
amidst clouds of incense and voices innumerable, in 
perfect harmony resounding the ** Haec dies'*—- 
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" This is the day which the Lord hath made, let us 
be glad and rejoice therein." After the consecra- 
tion and elevation of the host, the pontiff, having 
Eaid his adoration, and the " Agnus Dei" having 
een saidj left the altar, and ascended the thrope, 
where, having received from the deacon and sub- 
deacon the paten and chalice, he took the holy 
communion, and then gave to each of the two assist- 
ant priests the remaining particles. of the sacred 
Host. They also partook of the chalice, after having 
received from the holy father the kiss of peace, and 
returned to the altar. 

Geraldine considered what this could mean, and 
proposed several mystical explanations to herself 
during the latter part of the service, amongst which 
was the* following, which was correct, namely, — 
"That as our blessed Saviour first instituted the 
holy sacrifice, and commenced his mystic offering 
when he consecrated the holy eucharist upon the 
table in the private chamber, with his apostles only, 
but perfected and consummated it openly before the 
multitude upon Mount Calvary ; so his venerable 
vicar consumes upon the elevated platform of the 
throne, in presence of the assembly, that sacred 
body and blood which he had .consecrated at the 
altar, in presence only of his priestly attendants. 
Several of the cardinals, and of the chief nobility, 
then made their Easter communion, after which, the 
poptifF returning to the altar, read the concluding 
prayers of the Mass, during *which the General, 
having silently opened the door of the tribune, 
signed to Geraldine to follow him, and quickly led 
her, by ways to him familiar, up to the loggia — a 
gallery erected on the top of the colonnade, which 
surrounds the piazza of the church, and to seats 
kept for them in the front row, by two of the 
military. Geraldine looked down on the piazza, or 
rather on the heads of the people^ who in one dense 
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mass were in expectation of the papa] benediction, 
and then along the colonade, which was equally 
covered with the higher orders, principally English, 
— and longed to be amongst the simple devout 
peasantry below, till a feeling of personal safety 
made her thankful for her elevated position, when 
she beheld the military, and behind them, fresh 
thousands, pouring down the steps and platform of 
the church into the piazza. All was, however, in 
the greatest order ; no noise, no struggle between 
the guards and the people^ all were apparently im- 
pressed by the nature of the ceremony which had 
thus assembled them. At length, even the subdued 
murmur of expectation was hushed, for the ancient 
white " flabelli," or feather fans, were seen, which 
preceded the pontiff, and Gregory XIY. the two 
hundred and fifty-seventh successor to St. Peter, 
appeared on the gallery without the church ; and 
raising his hands and eyes to implore the assistance 
of the blessed spirits which surround the throne of 
God, he thus prayed : — " May the holy apostles, 
Peter and Paul, in whose power and authority we 
place confidence, intercede for us with the Lord. 
Amen." " We ask through the prayers and merits 
of the blessed Mary ever virgin, of the blessed John 
the Baptist, of the blessed apostles, Peter and Paul, 
and all the saints, that the Almighty God may have 
mercy upon you, and that all your sins being for- 
given, Jesus Christ would bring you to eternal life. 
Amen." " May the Almighty and merciful Lord 
bestow upon you indulgence, absolution, and remis- 
sion of all your sins ; opportunity of true and fruit- 
ful penitence ; hearts always contrite and penitent ; 
amendment of life ; grace and consolation of the 
Holy Ghost ; and final perseverance in good works. 
Amen." Hefc the pontiff arose ; those few of the 
multitude who bad remained standing, sank on their 
knees, and he continued, — " And may the blessing 
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of Almighty God, Fatherf, Sonfy and Holy Gho^tf, 
descend upon you, and remain with you for ever. 
Amen*" One of the cardinals now read, first in 
Latin, and then in Italian, the notice signifying, that 
to all those who had attended with true dispositions 
of contrition, and fervent purpose of amendment, and 
had complied with the conditions of the Church, the 
holy father granted a plenary indulgence. Printed 
notices of this announcement were then thrown 
down amongst the people, while the cardinal-dea- 
con, in the name of the sacred college, congratulated 
his holiness on the recurrence of the sacred festival; 
and the last "Amen" was thrice repeated by the 
chanters, amidst the peal of bells from St. Peter's, 
re-echoed by all the churches, by the loud trumpets 
of the military, and by the artillery of the Castle. 
Many — we will trust most of those present, — raising 
their hearts with St. Austin, who, on this joyful 
feast, exqlaims, — " O happy Alleluia, which we shall 
one day sing in heaven t where the angels are the 
temples of God ; whera all those who shall publish 
his praises, shall be linked together in the bands of 
love, and in perfect peace 1 and those who praise 
God, shall possess perfect security and joy. O happy 
Alleluia I Let us also sing here below, Alleluia 1 
though we now live in pain and trouble, that we 
may sing it there in perfect security. O Alleluia ! 
Praise ye the Lord." 

The first of the three years which our heroine 
passed in Italy, Easter fell unusually late; and in a 
few days after the festival of the resurrection, Rome 
was nearly emptied of the strangers who had 
flocked into the city. General Carrington however 
still lingered, until the commencement of June, and 
Geraldine resumed her Tocal and artistic pursuits 
with fresh ardour. Her father then took her, first 
to Frescati, where several of theic acquaintances 
had taken villas, and afterwards to Tivoli, where. 
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bad a suitable residence been found, our heroine 
would fain have dwelt. Such however was not 
the case ; and perceiving that the General much 
inclined towards Frescati, which is only half the 
distance from Rome, she endeavoured to forget the 
wilder beauties of the former place, and to enjoy 
the, freshness of those lovely groves of arbutus, ilex, 
pines, and cypresses, which surrounded the stately 
villa of her father's preference. One sight more in 
Rome fell to her lot just three weeks after their 
removal to Frescati, and gratified her more than 
she could have supposed possible from the nature of 
the exhibition. This was the illumination of St 
Peter's, and the fireworks from the Castle of St. 
Angelo, to which she was taken by her father, and 
which she would willingly have declined, but for 
her earnest wish to receive his affectionate atteur 
tions with all the pleasure she had hitherto felt. 
After this wonderful and beautiful sight, our heroine 
remained, during the sultry months, partly at Fres- 
cati, partly at Civita Vecchia, with the Contessa 

C , and the family of Cardinal W . At the 

latter place she celebrated, amongst those congenial 
friends, the anniversary of her entrance, or, as they 
always termed it, her return to the Church, and the 
blessed event of her first communion. 

It was in the summer of this year, after Geral- 
dine's return to Frescati, that she was informed by 
her father, that proposals had been made to him, on 
the part of an illustrious Italian family, for an alli- 
ance between herself and the second son, who was 
spoken of very highly; but that unless she had 
strong reasons against what he was about to pro- 
pose, it was that she should consent to a match of 
inferior title, but far more' advantageous in every 
other respect, namely, with Sir Eustace De Grey. 
It would be impossible to describe our heroine's as- 
tonishment at this sudden mention of a name, which 
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had never passed her father's lips, and which com- 

Eriseld so much that was calculated to embarrass 
er. The first painful impression was, that her 
father was wearied of the domestic tie from which 
he had been so long free, and her heart resented 
what she conceived a plan, to make her happy, in- 
dependently of himself. She remained silent, and 
the General continued to pass encomiums on that 
"highly talented and deserving young man," his 
ancient family, the friendship that had so long ex- 
isted between Sir Hugh De Grey and himself, &c., 
all winding up to the climax that he was one of the 
most eligible matches in England. 

Since leaving England, our heroine had frequent- 
ly recalled De Grey to her remembrance, and had 
dwelt longer on that remembrance than she would 
ever have admitted even to herself, but her thoughts 
had turned entirely on his truth, his manly courage, 
and his sincere piety. She had only known him as 
poor ; she had forgotten that he had become rich, 
and the De Grey of her imagination had no 
identity with that " highly deserving young man," 
presented to her, in so prosaic a manner, as an 
eligible match. A thousand vague but uneasy feel- 
ings arose. Where then was Sir Eustace E)e G'^ey? 
Whv had he never endeavoured to conciliate her 
farther esteem, before sending these abrupt propo- 
sals? 

The silence continued for some considerable time; 
at length the General said, " Well, child, have you 
no inquiries to make ?'* 

" I have, my dear father," she replied : «* pray 
what has become of Don Carlos Duago?" 

Not all the artillery on the plains of Vittoria,had 
caused so startling an effect, as this short sentence 
on the frame of the General. He replied howevter, 
as a politician, by another question: ^*And pray 
what can he or any one have to do with our pre- 
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sent conversation? and what is your motive for this 

inquiry ?" 

" I should like to know that he is happy/* said 
Geraldine. 

'* Upon my word," said the General, in a tone of 
sarcastic pleasantry, "I believe the happiness of 
Don Carlos Duago, to be chiefly influenced by the 
smiles of a certain beautiful AYidalusian : but should 
I ever chance to meet him, I can mention that a fair 
English lady cannot forget him." 

"It is enough, sir!" said Geraldine, the indignant 
spirit flashing from her eyes. Then in a softer tone 
she added, '* Could I hope to form your happiness, 
my father, as you have done mine, I would entreat 
you to propose no one to me, but let me continue, 
as once I hoped ever to be, your own Geraldine." 

The General was moved, and in his most con- 
ciliating and endearing manner, assured her of his 
unabated affection, and that she would still and 
ever continue his own Geraldine; but that, involved 
as he was in public life, it would ensure bis happi- 
ness to see her united to one deserving of her ; and 
explained to her his reasons for concealing from 
her till now the restrictions he had placed on De 
Cfrey ; and by his apparently unreserved confidence, 
won from her the avowal that her preference ac- 
corded with his wishes : that she had inquired for 
^on Carlos only from a wish to have her mind 
relieved from any responsibility concerning him ; 
3nd promised that if her father would not hurry her 
to respond to feelings she then heard of for the first 
time, she would receive Sir Eustace when he should 
arrive, as one to whom she owed both esteem and 
gratitude, from his having aided her to find her 
present happiness in the Catholic Church. 

Soon after this conversation, De Grey presented 
Wmself at Frescati, and the following autumn 
Cteneral Carrington received the long expected 
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appointment to the -^— Isles. This made him 
hasten his daughter's marriage ; and our heroine, 
notwithstanding her preference for the object of her 
father's choice, a preference now strengthened into 
sincere attachment, was hurt to perceive how easily 
she, who had been her father's pride and comfort, 
and sole anxiety, was now transferred to the guar- 
dianship of another. 



A TALE OF C0N8CIKNCB. 101 



CHAPTER IX. 

Old friends, old scenes, will lovelier be, 
As more of Heaven in each we see ; 
Some softening gleam of love and prayer, 
Shall dawn on every cross and care. — Kebls. 

" Geraldii? E," said De Grey, the year after their 
marriage, on their return to Milan from a complete 
tour of Italy, " do you ever think of England ?*' 

" Indeed I do," she replied ; " I think very often 
of Elverton, and of the abbey, and of Father Ber- 
nard, and, above all, of the good we may do amongst 
the dear poor.*' 

" And do you never think of the Moat ?" said he. 

"Ah 1" replied Geraldine, "you know very weli 
that but for the abbey I would rather live at the 
Moat than at the Hall, notwithstanding all the 
ghost stories ; for I would rather not accept the 
sacrifice you make to my father's wishes, of divid- 
ing your time between the two properties." 

" I think it so wise a request," said De Grey, 
"that I have no difficulty in complying with it; 
besides, whatever he your attractions towards the 
old ruin, they cannot surpass mine." 

" But why do we talk of England in this man- 
ner ?" said Geraldine. " Do you think we ought to 
return V 

" Indeed,'' replied De Grey, ** I have thought so 
dbring the last six months, but I waited for you to 
propose it." 

" And I am making such rapid progress in the 
perfection of obedience," said Geraldine, laughing, 

9» 
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«' that I have even arrived at not proposing anything. 
But I am truly willing to return.'* 

And accordingly, a short tinne after this discovery 
of each other's sentinnents, Sir Eustace and Lady 
Carrington De Grey returned to England, and to 
Elverton Hall, to the satisfaction of their friends, 
particularly Mr. Everard, and to the joy of their te- 
nantry. The exact time of their expected arrival 
being ascertained from the steward, a band of stout 
and active enthusiasts awaited the travelling car- 
riage, at a turn of the road, about a mile from the 
town, and dispossessing the tired horses and their 
riders of the prize, bore, with a speed incredible, 
through the hurraing multitude, the heiress of the 
manor towards her home. With the Catholics, who 
formed no inconsiderable portion of the crowd, the 
name of Sir Eustace, and blessings and welcomes, 
resounded with equal if not greater zeal : and our 
heroine, who had hitherto only laughed, with spark- 
ling eyes, and glowing cheeks, now wept for joy. 

" Geraldine," said De Grey, " all this is very 
pleasant to flesh and blood, but it is not the way of 
the cross." 

•« Ah, Eustace 1" cried she, " do not prevent their 
honest * welcome home.' " 

" Not I, indeed," replied he. " It is very right 
for them to feel thus towards us, but we must take 
care, at the same time, to humble ourselves." 

*< Then let us repeat one of the penitential psalms," 
said Geraldine, " till we reach the Hall." They did 
so, and were together sounding forth the " Gloria 
Patri" at the end of the Miserere, when the steps 
of the carriage were let down by the faithful ser- 
vants ; and as De Grey and his wife entered the 
hally they were folded in the arms of Lady Winefride. 

Two happy useful years succeeded. As Geral- 
dine had hoped, they effected much cood amongst 
the ** dear poor" on their estate, and were on the 
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most friendly and hospitable terms with the families 
of their own condition. Catholic and Protestant. De 
Grey, in common with all the Catholics of the 
neighbourhood, had, before his quitting England for 
Italy, devoted one day in the week to prayers for 
the conversion (or re-conversion) of his country, 
and in the household now settled at Elverton Hall, 
this pious and patriotic practice was resumed ; De 
Grey and his wife, with some of the domestics, 
oJBfering the spiritual benefit derived from holy mass 
and communion, with that intention, and all joining 
in the «* Litany of Intercession for England."* 

Shortly after Geraldine's return. Miss Graham 
became her guest, and gave a place in her large 
heart to her Iriend's husband as frankly as he had 
requested it. The changes in the neighbourhood 
during the three years' absence of our heroine, had 
been many and great, but, in the welfare of two 
families only, was her heart interested beyond the 
duties of charitv. The Rev. Edmund Sinclair, and 
De Grey, became sincerely attached to each other, 
and the mutual agreement of the families to dwell 
on those points only wherein they thought alike, 
produced frequent and affectionate intercourse be- 
tween the vicarage and hall. 

The old Earl of Hungerford was dead,* and his 
widow continued to live at the Priory with her son 
and his lady, formerly Miss Scotney, whose " views," 
under the training of Major Tankerville, had at 
length arrived at that perfection of clearness and 
precision, that, in the household over which she now 

E resided, no one besides herself, her husband and 
er own maid, could expect salvation. 
The Dowager Countess received our heroine 
with a burst of grief and affection, so touching, that 
no one, far less Geraldine, could remain unmoved. 

* See Catholic Manual cxf Pmyen. 
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The fountain of her sorrows was unlocked, and she 
poured forth a history, which, after three yeafs en- 
tire separation fronn such " sayings and doings," 
seemed to our heroine like some broad caricature 
of human life, in which it was impossible she could 
ever have borne a part. The poor old lady might 
have exclaimed, ** If in this life only I am to have 
hope, then were I most miserable;" for, she was- 
fully aware, that her daughter-in-law's number of 
the elect was the ** smallest of the small," and she 
repeated, that if she had had the strength of nnind 
to keep to her old ways of religion, like her dear 
lord, she should be much happier ; but, that she had 
not his courage, and further informed Geraldine, 
that, in his last illness, Lord Hungerford resolutely 
barred his wing of the house " from all communica- 
tion," as he calle^ it, " with those who wished to 
convert it into a Bedlam :" said the Lord's prayer, 
the creed, and the ten commandments, every day ; 
wished every man's conscience as comfortable as 
he found his own, and at last sent for the clergyman 
of the parish, and received the communion of the 
church of England from him the evening before his 
death. 

Before our heroine left her distressed old friend, 
she prevailed on her to visit the hall, and, on seeing 
the delight and terror which struggled in her coun- 
tenance, promised that no one should attempt her 
conversion during her stay. This produced a ready 
and grateful assent, and she actually made a private 
escape from Sedgemoor to Elverton in the following 
week, where she found a peace and freedom she had 
not known for years, and this without any mis- 
givings of conscience, as Katherine, although more 
than ever that " eternal Miss Graham,'* became a 
confidential friend and adviser, to our heroine's 
great relief. Katherine had, by the death of rela- 
iioDSt become possessed of a small independence, 
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which she had resolved should continue such, having 
fully determined never to sacrijfice her liberty to any 
one. Her former admirer and connexion had, on 
the discovery of her unexpected inheritance, dis- 
covered also the permanency of his attachment, but 
Katherine replied, in the witty and sarcastic words 
of an ancient Scotch ballad, a decisive negative. 

De Grey used to rally Katherine on this spirit of 
independence in which she gloried, but of which he 
told her, he did not think the apostles would have 
approved. " For," said he, " you will find but two 
states of life spoken of in the Epistles and in the 
Acts of the Apostles; the consecrated virgin or 
widow, and the married mistress of a family." 
Many battles would ensue, to Geraldine's amuse* 
ment; Katherine vindicating the freedom of her 
maiden state, and the great power it gave her of 
doing good, aiid challenging De Grev to find even 
in the order of charity, a more useful and pious set 
of women than she could show him in Edinburgh, 
amongst the sisterhood of seculars, who served God 
in their own way, with the freedom of a willing 
heart, and required no tyrant to lay down the law 
to them, and curb the true liberty of the children of 
God. 

Katherine in her turn would rally our heroine on 
her loss of that precious liberty, and pretend^^to 
attribute, to the tyranny to which she had submitted, 
the silence and calm she observed to have stolen 
over her since they were last together. " I think, 
Geraldine," said she, one day, ** that you are begin- 
ning not to care whether you are admired or 
neglected, praised or dispraised ; and this must be 
in imitation of Sir Eustace, for I never before 
witnessed in any one living in society such indiffer- 
ence about its opinion." 

** It is indeed the case with him," said Geraldine» 
^ and is te be attributed to the singleness of heart 
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with which he serves God. * Self-love leads to 
multiplicity, divine love produces simplicity,' says 
an old Catholic author I have been lately reading, 
and I think he adds, ' Divine love is a calm and 
resolute determination of the will to seek God, 
undistracted by creatures. This fidelity to the 
grace of God is indeed constantly shown me by my 
husband.' " 

The next time Geraldine was alone with De Grey, 
something occurring to make her recall the observ- 
ation of Miss Graham, that she appeared indiflferent 
whether she were " admired or neglected, praised 
or dispraised," she said, "For some time past, praise, 
however soothing at the moment, has so completely 
passed from my mind, that in vain should I attempt 
to recall the language in which it has been utterea : 
and this has occurred in too many and remarkable 
instances not to have impressed me with gratitude, 
for surely this is the work of God." 

" Every advance we make to the conviction that 
all that is not God is nothing, must be through his 
grace," said De Grey ; " but still, there may be a 
natural cause for the faint impression which praise 
makes on you ; because, you are so much accustom- 
ed to it, that you hear it just as you would any other 
truism ; for instance, that it is a fine day, when not 
a cloud is in the sky, or breeze troubling the earth ; 
and in the same way you forget the praise, as one 
fine day succeeding another prevents any distinct 
remembrance of them apart : while the slightest 
blame, like a passing hail-storm, disturbs, perhaps, 
the complacency of your fair-weather feelings, and 
you remember it as an intrusion, and an injury." 

"That is indeed true," said Geraldine, "I still 
remain too sensible to blame ; not a word or look 
of censure is ever forgotten, and will even rise in 
importance in the retrospect." 

** I think that there is more self-love than humility 
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in this," said De Grey: "it is not until by cor- 
responding faithfully with the grace of God, he re- 
wards us with sulBcient strength to conquer nature, 
that we can renounce and fly from the opinions and 
judgment of creatures, and approach God." 

" But if we have incurred the disapprobation of 
those who are friends and favourites of God," said 
Geraldine, " we may then grieve 1" 

" We may, and ought to grieve," said De Grey, 
" if we have incurred their censure, inasmuch as we 
have thereby oflepded God. Personal feelings, 
however, and misunderstandings, ought not to afflict 
the soul. God often permits the greatest saints to 
try each other severely, yet without sin. But you 
know all this far better than I can tell you, Geral- 
dine. Why do you invite me to preach when I 
ought to be the listener ?' 

" Ah !" cried Geraldine, " you are now telling me 
that it is a fine day, when not a cloud is in the sky, 
or breeze troubling the earth ! When shall I see 
the hail-storm ?' 

De Grey, who had risen to leave the room, now 
returned, and taking up a little packet of notes 
which lay beside Geraldine, he looked attentively at 
them, and then said, " If you really desire that I 
should advise — ^^for it has not yet deserved blame — 
I would say that you are becoming too eager in 
' this affair. You seem disposed to leave nothing for 
Almighty God to do. You surely have written and 
exhorted enough for its human support. Now make 
an act of resignation of its ill success, and dismiss 
it from your thoughts except in prayer." 

" I will be guided by you," replied Geraldine. 
" Would you prefer my burning these remaining 
notes ?" 

" I would indeed," he replied ; and Geraldine, 
repressing a sigh, watched the flames as they con- 
sumed the labours of the morning. At length, she 
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said, smiling, ** Confess! to me, Eustace, that you do 
not enter very warmly into my plans for improving 
the condition of our Catholic poor V* 

" Perhaps not," said he ; " at any rate, I do not 
pretend to compare my zeal with yours ; for you are 
always striving to better their condition in life: and 
were your power equal to your wishes, the poor 
would cease to exist in the land. A misfortune 
which, I thank God, is not likely to take place." 

" I should like to see them independent of pre- 
carious bounty," said she, " by the men being pro- 
vided with constant labour." 

"Ah I but your grand schemes of political economy 
do not rest here," said De Grey. " You would 
like to see the son of the labourer become a small 
farmer, and his grandson raised to be a great land- 
ed proprietor, and member for the county." 

" No, indeed 1" replied she, laughing, " even were 
I to live to the good old age requisite to watch this 
spirit of exaltation. But as you have drawn one 
picture, let me draw its contrast, and place you in 
the foreground, emptying your purse, while I am 
ladling out soup to sturdy mendicants of every age 
and sex, who, finding it far easier to live on the 
bounty of the rich than to labour, are content literal- 
ly to * take no thought for the morrow, what they 
shall eat, or what they shall drink, or wherewithal 
they shall be clothed.' " 

" And why should they not take our Saviour's 
words just as he spoke them ?" said De Grey. 

'< Surely," replied Geraldine, ** our Lord intended 
only, that after we have done what we can, we are 
to rest without anxious thought." 

"Geraldine," said De Grey, "you have not yet 
felt the striking difference which exists between the 
Protestant and Catholic poor, as regards their con- 
dition. The former, — I speak of the pious alone of 
each denomination, — ^look on poverty as an evil 
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firom which it is their duty to escape ; the latter, as 
a condition, not only pronounced blessed by the 
Saviour, but sanctified by his personal choice. They 
hear and read of the perils of the rich ; they know, 
that many have left, and are daily leaving their 
possessions, and becoming poor, that they may be 
rich in heaven. They know, also, that those 
Catholics who retain the stewardship of their riches, 
give to the poor as * lending to the Lord ;' and that, 
on their parts, if they learn not humility, patience, 
love of sufferings, and conformity to the will of God, 
they are unfaithful to the means of grace afforded 
them by their lowly condition." 

" Is it then this preference of poverty and humili- 
ation," said Geraldine, "which causes such a con- 
trast between the lower orders in Catholic and 
Protestant countries." 

" I do not admit that the Protestant states are 
necessarily more flourishing," replied De Grey; 
"but of late years. Almighty God has permitted 
such heavy afflictions to fall on his Church, that in 
Catholic countries no one scarcely can be anything 
but poor ; yet, a great contrast would always be 
seen in this respect, that in Catholic countries the 
peasant is contented to remain such, while a restless 
wish to be a greater man than his father actuates 
every class in the northern states. This is the 
glory of the political economist, but it is not the 
glory of the Gospel." 

Soon after this conversation, their friends having 
left them, De Grey and his wife removed for the 
summer months to the Moat, where having fewer 
active duties, Geraldine indulged her increasing 
love for Catholic books of divinity, and her still 
greater love of silent thought. De Grey, who was 
both a reader and a thinker, would interrupt her at 
length as much for her sake as his own, and they 
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would converse on the subjects whi^h interested 
each. 

One day, however, it was our heroine's turn to 
break the silence, by consulting him respecting her 
faithful, but now incompetent maid, Mrs. Kelsoe; 
whose temper had at length become all but insup- 
portable to herself ^nd others. 

** Do you not think, Eustace," said she, << that it 
is far better to remove from oneself 'dangerous 
occasions' of impatience ?" 

** It is still better to conquer the impatience," said 
he. 

" But," said Geraldine, " I really love her, and 
wish to see her happy. She is not so at present, 
because, being obliged to have an assistant in the 
person of that sweet little Jane, and yet tormented 
by her jealousy, which she calls her feelings, she is 
miserable herself, and torments both me and her 
unfortunate aid-de-camp. Would it not be very 
desirable to give her the south Lodge at Elverton, 
with everything to make her happy ?" 

" Why do you consult me about it at all ?" said 
De Grey. 

"Because," replied Geraldine, "I wish to do 
what is best" 

" I think then," said De Grey, " by your sending 
Mrs. Kelsoe into honourable banishment, you would 
lose the opportunity afforded you of suffering some- 
thing for God's sake. It is a Catholic principle 
' not to seek for much rest, but for much patience;'* 
although without an especial grace, we are not 
advised to seek trials. How often have you ad- 
mired the aged domestics you see in most of onr 
Catholic families, who have never changed their 
masters. Attachment and fidetity atone do not 
effect this." 

* A Kempis, b. iii. c. 36* 
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** Did I not think/' said Geraldine, ** that my dear 
old friend would be made happier by the change, I 
woald not propose her elevation to be mistress of 
the Lodge." 

** I am convinced you would not," said De Grey, 
" but it is of yourself I am thinking. What other 
trial have you 1 None whatever 1 Do not there- 
fore shrink from this. The principle of receiving 
all suffering as a positive good to the soul, will 
enable you to bear it." 

Mrs. Kelsoe, therefore, was to remain, and her 
lady willingly consented to suffer, until the former 
should spontaneously offer to resign her office, 
which soon after their return to Elverton took 
place, to the relief and promotion of her long-tried 
assistant Her feelings were soothed by the charge 
of the south Lodge, where she was often visited by 
her lady, and where she often entertained other 
guests by the account of her travels. Above all, of 
her having actually seen the pope, who looked as 
much of a Christian as any of them ! 

** All is calm around you now, Geraldine," said 
De Grey, "yet, 

* Like ships that have gone down at sea, 
When heaven was all tranquility," 

you are drooping both in health and spirits* Is the 
trial within?" 

Geraldine looked up and smiled, but the smile 
was not from the heart, and all that could be ex- 
tracted from her was, that she was conscious of a 
change within, but could scarcely define or com- 
prehend, far less explain it. 

De Grey said no more, but continued to observe 
her frequent fits of abstraction, and that, with the 
exception of works of benevolence, she would for- 
get every wonted pursuit, to muse as she thought, 
unseen. When roused from, and rallied on, these 
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absent fits, Geraldine would, as at first, smile, and 
playfully elude the subject, but soon these abstract- 
ed hours were prolonged, and De Grey sometimes 
surprised her in tears, for which she either would 
not, or could not, account, and which began ^at 
length to produce a feeling on his side of resent- 
ment, for this want of confidence ^ and something 
of constraint and estrangement arose, as a cloud 
between them. One evening, when, having vainly 
sought her in her accustomed haunts, De Grey was 
passing the cedar grove to make a fresh search, he 
caught a glimpse of Geraldine's white dress, which 
the next instant was lost in the deep foliage ; and 
moved by his wounded and impetuous feelings, he 
darted up the nearest walk, and again guided by a 
passing glimpse of the white dress, he dashed 
through the obstructing branches and stood before 
her. Geraldine had chosen for her place, of refuge, 
a circular opening made by the removal of one of 
the trees, the lower part of the trunk having been 
left with the root, against which she had just knelt, 
but arose on hearing the approach of her husband, 
and both remained silent. 

«*How have I deserved this?" at length said De 
Grey. " Is it after four years of union in love and 
faith, that you would now fly from me I Have we 
not together shared all the blessings of the altar? 
Have we not opened our hearts to each other, and 
have I ever controlled your pious exercises ? Have^ 
I not rather by my sympathy and approval, given 
you encouragement?" 

Geraldine was still silent, and when De Grey 
next spoke, it was with a voice choked by emotion. 

" How changed the time, Geraldine, when soon 
after our marriage, having reproached you with 
smiling on every one as well as on me, you made 
me this sweet answer: ' O, Eustace^ what are 
smiles 1 mine^ it is true, spring Irom my hpppy 
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hearty and call on all creatures to rejoice with me, 
but you alone can ever have the sacred privilege of 
my tears!' and have you kept your word? No! 
you weep in secret, you dread my intrusion^on your 
solitude, you even deny me a reply !" De Grey 
bent his look keenly on Geraldine as he spoke, for 
hitherto, at the slightest word or even tone of rebuke 
from him, her sensitive feelings would overpower 
her, and he would be forced to become the com- 
forter. He now stood awaiting the moment in 
which he might approach and pardon her, and as 
she continued to cover her face with her hands, he 
expected to see the tears trickle through them, but 
when Geraldine removed them, her eyes were tear- 
less, and her countenance, though sad, was calm 
and resolved. 

** Yes," at length she said, ** I will speak, I will 
open to you my whole heart. I could not have kept 
any earthly secret from you, and in my heart I have 
told you this, but I had not courage to give you 

Eain, and all my prayers, and all my communions, 
ave been offered for strength to tell you, — that I— 
that a great change has eome over me, — ^I no lon- 
ger, — O ! Eustace, I can only love (Jod !** 

It was now De Grev's turn to be silent : an un« 
defined sense of approaching bereavement struck 
on his heart Geraldine continued: *' Indeed I 
wished long since to tell you this, and in answer to 
my prayers, strength seemed to be given me in my 
dream of last night." 

" Your dream 1" echoed De Grey, impatiently, 
^ yoo are forbidden by the Church to place confi- 
dence in dreams." 

" But I will only use it,*' said Geraldine, " to il- 
lustrate the state of my soul. I was alone, and 
looking up to Heaven, when a dove descended and 
nestled in my bosom. I began to caress it, but it 
left me again £»r Heaven, then returned — ^then left 

10« 
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me — again returned — and thus continued till I 
awoke. O! Eustace, I am like that dove, I am 
borne above this world, and raised in spirit to joy I 
never knew till now, and then I return to my earthly 
love ?" 

" And so you ought," cried De Grey. " You are 
not called to spend your life in raptures ; but these 
favours are given you that you may be still more 
faithful to those duties and ties on earth, to which, 
in the sight of Heaven, you are pledged." 

'' I do not think," said she, " that the happiness I 
enjoy, when alone with my God, can be called a 
rapture orecstacy,for I am not borne out of myself, 
I do not lose my identity, although I forget it, for I 
neither think nor reason about anything. ' I. am 
conscious of the presence of God, in an immediate, 
awful, yet sweet manner, and I seem to desire no 
more. I do not pray or praise: all the active 
powers of my mind seemed bushed — my heart seems 
calmly content, — and thus I remain till something 
external rouses me." 

" And then,'* replied De Grey, " you ought to re- 
turn with renewed vigour to the duties of your state. 
Do you suppose that / have no struggle to prevent 
my affections for you becoming too engrossing ? Do 
you suppose that / forget that I must love you in 
God and for God, — can it be possible that you wish 
to leave me." 

" I do not wish to leave you>*' said Geraldine. 

«* I trust not," said he, " for were yon to do so^ 
you would be most guilty in the sight of Heaven. 
Remember that, in the instances, which, perhaps, 
you have in your mind, of the early saints, the con- 
sent of both parties was necessary, and I do not give 
mine — I^ at least, will remain faithful to that sacra- 
ment which is the symbol of Christ and his Churchy 
and which made us one." 

<< Ah ! Eustace/' cried she, ** you think me wrong. 
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and I have given you pain, yet you would have the 
secrets of my heart." 

' " I prefer knowing them," said he ; " but, believe 
me, that it is very contrary to your usual judgment 
and steady piety, to suffer dreams and vain fervours 
to draw you from me." 

" Alas ? alas !" cried she, " they miist appear vain 
fervours, but — " 

*• Yes, Geraldine, they are so ; and if you will, 
for once, yield your judgment to mine, you will be 
happy." 

" For once !" cried she. " O, Eustace, I have 
been ever submissive to you." 

" You have, Geraldine, you have been submissive, 
and your submission has been adorned with every 
grace that could render it acceptable to God, for 
whose sake you have yielded your will: but I now 
ask — and for the first time I ask it — the submission 
of your understanding — tliis, inasmuch as it is more 
difficult and more painful, is more heroic ; but there 
was a time when nothing could seem difficult or 
painful, if done for God and for me." 

" If it be really for God and for you, no sacrifice 
could seem great," said she. 

" Well then," siaid De Grey, " make the sacrifice 
of these solitary musings, of these secret ecstacies, 
for a while at least, and in the meantime we will 
both pray that you may see the delusion, if it be 



one." 



" If it be «ne," repeated she. 

" Ah I Geraldine," cried he, " you cannot yield ; 
and yet, believe me, that God values far more the 
humility which mistrusts itself, than all the raptures 
imaginable." 

Geraldine replied not, but stood silently in prayer, 
her eyes raised to Heaven, and De Grey felt his 
heart beat as he awaited the result. At length, 
slowly approaching him, she knelt at his feet and 
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wept A flash of joy overspread his face as he 
raised her. 

" Where is the poor dove now V* asked he, 
tenderly. 

** On earth ! on earth !'* sighed Geraldine. 

*• Yet • blessed are the poor in spirit,'" said De 
Grey, •* * for their''s is the kingdom of Heaven/ '* 
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CHAPTER X. 

I 

The tomb to the blushing rose thus said, 

** Of the tears upon thee, by the morning shed, 

What makest thou, flower of love V* 
The rose, in her turn, thus questioned the tomb^ 
^ What makest thou in thy gulf of gloom, 

Of all thou devourest from above V 

8fud the rose to the tomb, ** From those predons tears, 
A scent, that of amber and hojiey appears, 

I breathe out 'mid the silence of night*' • 
And the tomb replied to the rose, ** Plaintive flower, 
Of every soul that I seem to devour, 

I make a blest angel of light" 

YicTOB Hueo. 

" Who is the disengaged and independent one 
now?" said Geraldine to her husband, a few weeks 
after the above conversation, when, at the end of 
more than an hour's silence, she approached him, 
and took his hand. " I have spt>ken and you have 
not answered, I haVe sung and you have not listen- 
ed, I have changed the flowers at the window 
beside you, and you have seen neither me nor them. 
And I do not love this last silence, for you have often 
sighed.'' 

*• Have I,*' said he, and he again sighed. 

" Ah, what is ft ?' asked she, " have I grieved 
you V* 

" Geraldine," . said De Grey, "when I extbrted 
your promise to resist the supernatural attraction 
given to you in prayer, I well knew that if it came 
from God, He would reward you tenfold for your 
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humility and submission, while, on my part, I felt 
bound to redouble my prayers and other religious 
acts, that God would be pleased to enlighten my 
mind and strengthen my heart, should I have been 
guided by human feeling in this matter: and now," 
added he, with emotion, " I must farther pray for 

irrace to resign you, my love, for you are not long 
or this world." 

" Did God reveal this to you ?" asked Geraldine, 
her countenance overspread with joy. 

" He has given me the conviction that we are 
soon to part, and your soul is by far the most 
prepared." 

" O, no," cried she : " it is you who are now 
imaginative ; have you not been my guide and sup- 
port through my Catholic life, and would you now 
seek to raise the pupil above her teacher ? Dear 
Eustace, I have saddened your mind, and it turns 
on what would be your loss, and I dare not think 
would be yet my gain." 

«* Then why that radiance over your face just 
now 1" 

" You took me quite by surprise, and I thought 
only of God ; but indeed I am not fit to approach 
His adorable sanctity, and I ought to desire neither 
life nor death, but accept of either from His hands 
in perfect peace. Tell me why you have this im- 
pression that we are soon to part ?" 

" I have been retracing all the circumstances of 
your spiritual life," replied De Grey, " and see with 
gratitude that it has been rapidly progressive. You 
are now humble enough for me to recall without 

Eain to you, how lofty and independent a mind you 
ad, when first you consented to the yoke of 
obedience." 

** And you were a brave man to undertake the 
task of controlling that proud spirit," said Geraldine, 
smiling. 
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" Oh," cried De Grey also smiling, "there was an 
excitement and charm in it." 

" Which," interrupted she playfully, " you feel 
almost tempted to regret." 

" Ah, Geraldine, you think to cheat me from the 
records of your life, but it is now my turn to be full 
of serious thought, and you must listen to me. The 
very force of mind which had enabled you to con- 
quer all opposition in becoming a Catholic, made it 
a hard matter to submit to those Catholic practices 
which resulted from the truths you had received. 
You had, as the only child of an indulgent and ad- 
miring father, been the queen of your little world, 
and, although you were willing to extend to me the 
crown-matrimonial, when it came to the yielding 
the sceptre, there was a struggle of the natural 
heart. You loved to. relinquish your will to me as 
a boon, but not as my right $ and now, sweet Geral* 
dine, you can listen to all this without upbraiding or 
tears, without even a reply, therefore I may con- 
tinue my comments on your spiritual history. You 
did not, at om^ time, sufficiently feel the necessity of 
a pure intention in the benevolent actions you per- 
foraied. The eagerness with which you sought 
success in every undertaking, and yoi^r emotion un- 
der any failure, proved that you had the double 
motive of glorifying both Almighty God and Lady 
De Grey. The true spirit of the hidden life was 
unknown to you, and that keen susceptibility to praise 
or blame which Catholics consider reprehensible, 
you had cherished as a virtuous refinement. A 
friend might misunderstand and misjudge you; I 
might appear independent and forgetful of you in 
my pursuits, and your wounded feelings must be 
soothed, and your self-love appeased. Now, has 
the hidden life become so dear to you, the pure 
motive of seeking God alone become so propious to 
you, you have learned so truly to bless him in fait 
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ure as in success, you are so detached from self, that 
the next step, detachment from creatures, is already 
prepared, and * the dove' will fly to Heaven, never 
more to return." 

<* Eustace," said . Geraldine, " if you rest your 
forebodings of our parting from your too partia 
view of my progress towards sanctity, you need fear 
nothing, for the detachment of which you speak 
does not prevent my heart from bounding at your 
loved praise." 

" I do not regret," continued De Grey, *' having 
acted as I did when first you made known to me 
the secret of your solitary hours. We both know 
that the test of these favours in prayer are humility, 
simplicity, and peace ; the mortification of our will 
and natural inclinations ; and, above all, constant 
charity. Many weeks have passed since you 
sacrificed, from obedience, your sensible delight in 
prayer, confining yourself to humble petitions for 
divine guidance, and I have watched you more 
closely than ever. Henceforth I release you ! Let 
your thoughts soar aloft amongst the spirits of your 
future home. God forbid that I, who may hitherto 
have been favoured to assist, should now retard, 
your progress towards Him." 

Geraldine still held her husband's hand in silence, 
his presentiment of their approaching parting had 
partly gained its influence over her mind, yet she 
could not realize the idea of her death. After a 
long pause she said : " The belief that I am soon to 
die would be far better foY my soul, than to remain 
incredulous to your prognostics, for although I 
endeavour, through the grace of God, to spend each 
day as though it were to be my last> yet I should 
desire to make a more immediate preparation for 
the mighty change, if indeed it be near." Geraldine 
again paused in deep thought. << I do not thinks 
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Eustace," added she at length, ** that you have ever 
much dreaded purgatory?'' 

" No," replied De Grey, " I have not ; for in the 
first place we shall have there the certainty of sal- 
vation, which, in itself, must outweigh all the pain 
endured. We shall at the same time be free from 
all temptation, for the devil has there no power, and 
we shall be surrounded by none but tioly souls, 
whose every feeling and desire will tend like our 
own to God." 

" Yes," said Geraldine, " they are termed by the 
Church ' holy souls,' because they can no longer 
sin. They are constantly suffering, yet without 
murmuring, or impatience, or even reluctance, al- 
though hope deferred afilicteth the soul, and their 
intense longing after God must be far beyond any* 
thing we can feel in this life ; for being there freed 
from all earthly affections, and filled with gratitude 
for the immense and unmerited boon of salvation, 
they roust burn in the purifying flames of love, 
unknown before. Do you not think,'* added she, 
*^ that it is this painful desire of the soul to possess 
Gk>d, which has even caused the physical death of 
some saints? for some spiritual writers describe the 
souh when in a religious transport, to be in pain, 
violent pain, from a sense of its detention from 
God." 

" I think you are considering the fire of purga- 
tory in too ethereal a sense," said De Grey, "if 
you make the souls there, to be in a transport, 
which has ever been esteemed a high favour from 
God." 

" But like you,*' said Geraldine, " I consider pur- 
gatory far superior to earth, and that a soul raised 
in a religious transport, is like the souls there detain- 
ed, because she is freed from the material part, and 
raised to the wholly spiritual." 

VOL. III.— 11 
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'' Yes," said De Grey, *' but the soul detained in 
the flesh, is so by the laws of nature, it is God's 
will that the soul should be clothed with the flesh ; 
«and that his holy will should be unresistingly fulfilled 
in us, is the only, simple, yet comprehensive desire 
of the Christian. It is not his will, however, that 
the soul should become tarnished by sin, and there- 
fore the flame of purgatory, which you would make 
to consist solely in the pain of detention from God, 
must surely be rendered more intense, by the con- 
viction that our own corrupt will has been the 



cause." 



" As it is not positively defined by the Church," 
continued De Grey, " that the element of fire is 
the instrument of purgation in the middle state, 
we are at liberty to suppose that these flames are 
spiritual : still, it is the general supposition of the 
fathers, that the fire of (purgatory is the same in 
quality as that of hell, diflfering only in duration and 
intensity. Saint Augustine even concludes, that 
the pains exceed all that the mind of man can 



conceive." 



" It is very well," said Geraldine, " that the bulk 
of mankind, supported by such high authority, 
should take this view of the subject, which must 
produce by far the most lively terror to the vulgar 
mind. How in fact could a hardened sinner, who 
had never loved God, conceive any great torment, 
merely, from the full sense of having offended, and 
of being deprived of him? Still as the Church per- 
mits me to do so, I believe that to a spiritual essence, 
there can be only spiritual torment." 

" This is my own belief," said De Grey, " and I 
therefore conclude that the tormentls of the damned 
c^n be materia], only after the resurrection of their 
bodies, and the general judgment. But now let 
us walk," said he, starting up ; '' will you come to 
the Abbey T" 
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*' The Abbey T" said Geraldine, smiling, " when 
we were both at holy communion this morning." 

** I did not say that I was going into the confes- 
sional, when there," replied De Grey, returning her 
smile. 

"Ah I but I know you are going to take ghostly 
counsel, and I pray, that our good father may send 
away all your forebodings, and all your signs, my 
own Eustace, and, while you are with him, I will 
search along the bank of the river, for the wild 
plant you told me of" 

They accordingly started on their evening walk, 
and Geraldine stole a frequent glance, to see whether 
her husband's countenance was losing its sadness. 
She was comforted to see it only thoughtful as they 
parted, and having fixed the extent to which she 
might wander, while expecting his return, she went 
with her basket and trowel in quest of this plant, of 
which De Grey had often spoken, as more beautiful 
than any they had yet found to adorn their last 
work, which was this : amongst the classical and 
religious figures which General Carrington had sent 
home from Italy, was a copy, in marble, of the 
beautiful kneeling Magdalen, by Canova ; and 
Geraldine having ascertained that De Grey had no 
favourite project respecting the figure, besought 
him to admire her plan for the penitent. In a part 
of the grounds, termed the wilderness, was a natural 
cave, which at one time had been destined for an 
ice-house, but neglected in favour of an excavation 
in a cooler spot. This cave Geraldine proposed to 
render a fit habitation for the Magdalen, and, on 
De Grey's willing co-operation, the workmen clear- 
ed and planted as the higher powers directed, and 
Geraldine took for her branch of the labour, the 
transplanting, from other parts of the wilderness, 
every species of wild fiower, to ornament the abode 
of the penitent; while De Grey planned and achieved 
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the turning the course of a small rivulet, which now 
flowed, with every semblance of nature's sportive 
will, amidst the stones, and moss, and wild flowers, 
around the cave. A new plant frx)m the river or 
Abbey hill was a prize, and Geraldine, on this even- 
ing, wandered for some time on the river banks, 
hoping to discover the crimson flower of which De 
Grey had spoken : but not seeing any of a difierent 
species from those already transplanted, she seated 
herself within view of the Abbey, and was soon 
immersed in deep thought. 

Some of her husband's expressions, with the look 
which accompanied them, remained especially in 
her mind. " Henceforth I release you ! Let your 
thoughts soar aloft among the spirits of your future 
home. God forbid, that I, who have hitherto been 
favoured to assist, should now retard you." 

" You have assisted me, dear Eustace," thought 
she, " and shall I ever own to myself that I can 
learn no more ? Ah | far from me this presumption. 
It is not you who retard me, it is my own weak 
heart," and a rush of tender emotions swelled that 
heart, and overflowed her eyes, not unmingled with 
self upbraiding, that she could have lived so much 
apart in thought from him, during the last few 
months. " I knew not that he missed me," thought 
she ; " I knew not that I had become so detached 
from every creature, the best, the nearest, dearest, 
till I found even his presence at times an interrup- 
tion. I heard his footstep, and I fled — his voice, 
and I replied not. Ah, if it be indeed that I am 
beckoned onward by an Almighty hand, and hear 
the tones of an Almighty voice, the divine spouse 
will comfort the earthly one, even should the part- 
ing be by my death. Death! repeated she, — my 
death? or his? What is this foreboding, this knell, 
which is sounding in my heart. Is it the delusion 
of an overwrought imagination in us both, or is it a 
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warning from our good angels ? I know not, but 
our God, who knows, will teach and guide me." 

Nearly an hour thus passed in solitude and pray- 
er, and when at length aroused by approaching 
footsteps, Greraldine beheld Mr. Bernard, unaccom- 
panied by De Grey. ** Is it prudent," said he, " at 
this time of the evening, and by the river side, to be 
seated ?" 

*• Where is he ?" cried Greraldine, starting up in 
terror. 

" Sir Eustace," replied Mr. Bernard, " has charg- 
ed me to conduct you homeward, on this side of the 
river, and promises to meet us at the bridge." 

"Where is he?" repeated Geraldine, and her 
heart beat vidently. 

" He has started for the opposite bank, in search 
of some wild plant, which he remembers to have 
seen only on that side : — there ! is that he ? Yes ! 
Look along the upper path, — there he is ! and he 
sees you, — and waves his hand !'* 

Geraldine saw and returned the signal, and then 
moved homeward by the side of Mr. Bernard, her 
steps faltering, and the palpitation of heart in- 
creasing. 

" You are ill, Lady De Grey," said Mr. Bernard, 
" you have lingered too long alone by the water 
side. The sight of your indisposition will grieve 
Sir Eustace, and make him as thoughtful as when 
he called at the Abbey. He looked quite cheerful 
when he ran off to the ferry, and promised, that in 
spite of the longer route, he would get the start of 
us." 

" Let us walk faster," said Geraldine, hastening 
her pace. 

"1 will do whatever you wish," said he; and 
after a few minutes quicker walking, the bridge ap-» 
peared in sight. 

11* 
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" Mr. Bernard,'* said Geraldine, " did yoa intend 
to prolong your walk to the Hall with us ?" 

*' I have a sick call," said he, ** and after I shall 
have seen you safely with Sir Eustace, I must 
hasten on, for my penitent is at some distance, and 
near his end." 

*' I think," said she, *< that you will remain with 
us." 

'' I hope," said Mr. Bernard, smiling, <* that you 
would like me to be wherever my duty lies." 

** It will be with us," said Geraldine, and was 
then silent until they reached the appointed spot; 
when, in reply to some observation of Mn Ber- 
nard's, *' I did not expect to see him here," said 
she. 

"How fine the river looks to-night," said Mr. 
Bernard. 

Geraldine shuddered as she gazed on its clear and 
rippled surface, then suddenly clasping her hands, 
exclaimed, " Why loiter we here ? you did not 
understand each other about the bridge, this is not 
the one he means." And she ran with a speed 
which Mr. Bernard could scarcely equal, across a 
meadow which was formed in the bend of the river, 
and by which they arrived within a few paces of a 
rustic bridge long in disuse, except by the inmates 
of a mill near to it. 

Mr. Bernard, as he followed Geraldine, felt for 
the first time that the presentiment of evil, which 
filled her mind, was founded in some truth, as he 
had been cautioned not to trust to the bridge, by the 

Sasant who had called him to the sick man. To 
r. Bernard's joy, however, just as he overtook 
our heroine, they both descried the object of their 
solicitude descending rapidly the copsewood hill 
which overhung the river, his handkerchief filled 
with the roots of the crimson-flowering plant ; and 
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Mr. Bernard had time to shout " Do not trust the 
bridge, it is broken. Go back to the other." 

De Grey having only caught the principal words, 
without the intermediate ones, which gave the true 
meaning, shouted in return, that his promises were 
not broken, and that they were quite to be trusted, 
and flourishing his prize over his head, he sprang 
from the high bank on the frail bridge. 

Geraldine neither screamed nor spoke. The 
crash of the bridge under the impetus given to the 
weight of De Grey, had sounded in her brain be- 
fore it fell on the o^itward ear. She saw him fall 
through the beams, and strike against the abutment 
of the arch ; for an instant he sank in the water, 
but rising again, supported himself, by holding with 
one hand part of the bridge which remained firm, 
until he had untied his neckcloth, and then struck 
boldly for the shore. De Grey was an excellent 
swimmer, and when Mr. Bernard saw the vigorous 
stroke he made towards them, he exclaimed to 
Geraldine, "God be praised, all is well!" The 
distance from the opposite bank would have been 
trifling, had De Grey returned thither, but he turned 
to his wife and friend, and soon narrowed the space 
between himself and .them, till suddenly he stopped, 
raised his hand in signal for assistance, and was 
lost to their sight. 

In four minutes from that time, the boat with two 
men from the mill was on the spot where De Grey 
had sunk, and Mr. Bernard, who had succeeded in 
arriving there by swimming, in time to grasp and 
keep afloat the lifeless form at its third and last 
effort to the surface of the water, was unable 
through exhaustion to do more than enter the boat, 
after it had received his friend, and was conveyed 
thence by the men and laid on the bank beside him. 

Geraldine, who had flown to the mill for assist- 
ance, the same instant in which Mr. Bernard had 
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plunged into the river, and had watched every 
movement from the bank, now knelt between the 
two apparently lifeless bodies. That De Grey 
must die, she had felt conviDced during the last two 
hours, in which from the struggle of her poor heart, 
and the violent action of her brain, which was a 
furnace of thought, she had seemed to live years. 
She now thought only of securing to that beloved 
and precious soul every spiritual aid, during the 
short time it might linger in its earthly tabernacle, 
and her agitation and grief were inexpressibly 
heightened by the state into which the priest had 
been thrown, by his generous devotion to his friend. 
One of the men had run back to the mill for a plank 
on which to place De Grey, and just as he again 
returned to them, Geraldine saw with fervent thanks- 
giving, that the restorative given by the other man 
to Mr. Bernard was taking effect. He raised him- 
self on one arm, and turned to gaze on his friend, 
whom they were now placing on the board. 

" He is dead, poor gentleman,*' said one of the 
men, abruptly, " not by drowning, but by the blow:" 
and he pointed to the temple, in which a deep in- 
denture had been made. ** How he swam at all is 
a marvel." 

« Ah, no," cried Geraldine, "he is not dead, he is 
only stunned and exhausted !" and as she spoke, a 
gush of warm and living blood flowed from the 
mouth of De Grev. " Yes! by that token, he lives, 
for the blood of the dead is stagnant." 

They now bore him speedily, yet gently, forward, 
Geraldine supporting one arm, while Mr. Bernard, 
by great effort, kept pace with them, holding up the 
other. At the mill, Geraldine found, with tnankful- 
ness, an active, kind-hearted woman, and a boy, 
who was immediately sent off for either of the 
medical men in Elverton. A blazing fire was soon 
made, and every thing done to restore warmth and 
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breath to the body; but if the flowing of the blood 
had given proofs of life, it seemed to have been the 
harbinger of its extinction, for the hitherto placid 
features were now taking the rigid form of death. 

"Can you then anoint him in this uncertainty?" 
said Geraldine, seeing Mr. Bernard draw from his 
breast pocket the little case of holy oils prepared 
for the sick call. 

" I can," he replied ; add the solemn rite was ad- 
ministered; one of the men, who was a Catholic, 
kneeling beside our heroine, and joining her in the 
responses to the litany for the dying, which then 
followed. Geraldine's heart had swelled with grati- 
tude, when re-assured of the validity of this last 
sacrament — this "consummation of penance, in 
which the very root of evil is destroyed — although 
the dear object was insensible to the inestimable 
benefit bestowed, and a few scalding drops gather- 
ed in her hitherto tearless eyes, as she listened to 
the priestly dismissal: — "Depart Christian soul out 
of this world, in the name of God the Father 
Almighty, who created thee; in the name of Jesus 
Christ, Son of the living God, who suffered for thee; 
in the name of the Holy Ghost, who sanctified thee; 
in the name of the angels, archangels, thrones, and 
dominations, cherubim and seraphim; in the name 
of the patriarchs and prophets, of the holy apostles 
and evangelists; of the holy martyrs and confessors, 
of the holy monks and hermits, of the holy virgins; 
and of all the saints of God: let thy place be this 
day in peace, and thy abode in holy Sion, through 
Christ our Lord. Amen." . ..." I recommend thee, 
dear brother, to Almighty God, and leave thee to 
his mercy whose creature thou art; that having 
paid the common debt by surrendering thy soul, 
thou mayest return to thy Maker, who formed thee 
out of the earth. May all the ministers of hell be 
filled with confusion and shame, and let no evil 
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spirit dare to stop thee on thy way. Christ Jesus 
be thy deliverer, who was crucified for thee. Christ 
Jesus, .Son of the living God, place thee in his gar- 
den of paradise, and may he, the true Shepherd, 
own thee for one of his flock : may he absolve thee 
from all thy sins, and place thee at his right hand 
in the inheritance of his elect. We pray it may be 
thy happy lot to behold thy Redeemer face to face, 
to be ever in his presence, and in the vision of that 
truth which is the joy of the blessed. And thus 
placed among those happy spirits, mayest thou be 
ever filled with heavenly sweetness. Amen.'* 

Before the prayers were ended, the principal sur- 
geon in Elverton arrived. He cast one look at De 
Grey, shook his head, and then turning to the priest, 
whispered his rapid questions. Geraldine drew a 
little back while the surgeon examined whether life 
were extinct, but in a few instants, advancing, she 
gently removed his hand, and bending over her hus- 
band, held up her finger in token of silence. Mr. 
Thompson replaced his hand, however, for an in- 
stant, then removing it said softly, " All is over ;" 
and Mr. Bernard uttered with deep emotion, — " To 
thee. Lord, we recommend the soul of thy servant 
Eustace, that being dead to this world, he may live 
to thee: and whatever sins he has committed through 
human frailty, we beseech thee in thy goodness mer- 
cifully to pardon, through Christ our Lord. Amen." 

" Grant, O God, that while we here lament the 

departure of thy servant, we may ever remember 
that we are most certainly to follow him. Give us 
grace to prepare for that last hour by a good life, 
that we may not be surprised by sudden death, but 
be ever watching when thou shalt call, that so with 
the Spouse we may enter into eternal glory, through 
Jesus Christ our Lord. Amen." 

As Mr. Bernard finished these prayers, both he 
and the surgeon endeavoured to lead Geraldine away 
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from the mortal remains of her husband, but she 
calmly told them that the last sad duties belonged 
to her, and that she would devolve them on no one; 
and acquainting Mr. Thompson with the risk Mr. 
Bernard had incurred, bade him take charge of the 
living. This, Mr. Thompson did most effectually, 
by kindly undertaking to drive directly to the cot- 
tage, whither the priest was bound, having recom- 
mended to the latter to accept the offer made him by 
the miller of a bed in the cottage. Geraldine beg- 
ged Mr. Thompson to convey the sad intelligence 
to the Hall ; but with strict orders from herself, for 
no one to come to her until the morning, except 
Mr. Hilton, whom she would wish to see directly. 
With the miller's wife for her assistant, Geraldine 
then devoted her whole thoughts to the dear departed, 
and the kind woman consented to her wish, that as 
the corpse was to remain t^here only during the 
night, it should not be removed to any other room. 
Within an hour the steward arrived, and Geraldine 
arranged with him for the early removal, on the 
following morning, of the body of De Grey to the 
Hall. The miller's wife having agreed to sit up with 
Geraldine, Mr. Hilton went immediately into the 
town, to expedite his melancholy commission, and 
Mr. Bernard remained with our heroine in the 
chamber of death." 

" Tell me," said Geraldine, in a low voice, " is 
the presence of God more immediately on the spot 
when the soul quits the body ; or is it, that the im- 
pediment of the flesh being then removed, the soul 
enters into the omnipresence of the Deity ?" 

•* The latter is correct," said Mf. Bernard ; 
" Gk)d is everywhere." 

** In one moment," continued Geraldine, *' has the 
soul of my Eustace entered into the beatific vision, 
has been judged, and then, perhaps, parted from the 
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God, he, for the first time, could fully know and 
love. Alas ! alas ! where art thou, precious soul ?" 

" Be comforted ; — nay, more, lift up your heart 
in thankfulness," said Mr. Bernard ; " sudden as 
was the summons to the judgment-seat, it found the 
soul prepared ; and, although I could not with au* 
thority pronounce that it has entered into the eter- 
nal blessedness of the just made perfect, I feel that 
short, if any, will be the period of detention from 
the God who reigned paramount in his faithful heart.'' 

" I was conscious," said Geraldine, " of the 
moment in which his soul entered on eternity. I 
knew that, although my dull mortal ears could not 
hear it, yet the sentence was then passed for endless 
joy or woe, on the best, the dearest of friends, and 
my heart cried for him, * mercy, mercy !' for on that 
alone can man rely. I am comforted," added she, 
" by your assurance of his acceptance ; not that I 
feared for him the condemnation of the wilful sin- 
ner. Yet never did the unattainable sanctity and 
purity of God appear so clearly to my mind — never 
have I felt, with such tremendous awe, that nothing 
defiled can enter heaven. Blessed to me now is the 
remembrance of ony husband's fidelity to all the 
means of grace aflforded him by the Church : his 
constant and loving surrender of himself to the will 
of God in all things; his desire to unite his sufferings, 
whether of mind or body, to those of his blessed 
Redeemer ; his sincere and deep humility. Ah ! 
when we know that by thus faithfully responding to 
the grace freely given us, we can claim the sure 

f)romises of God, and that by patience in sufTering, 
abours of love, austerities, and mortification, we 
can anticipate our purgatory, and in death fiy in- 
stantly to our God, what can seem difiicult or pain- 
ful to us ?" 
On the following morning the body of De Grey 
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was borne to the HaU, there to await the time for 
interment in the vault of the abbey. 

During the visits made to De Grey's paternal in- 
heritance, our heroine had become 'acquainted with 
a lady in that immediate neighbourhood, whose 
pious and benevolent life, literary and elegant 
tastes, and the high esteem in which she was held 
by Mr. Bernard, had so insured the, friendship and 
confidence of Gefaldine and her husband, that during 
the last two years, Isabel Lester, who had little ex- 
pected to revive thus the ardent attachments of ear- 
lier life, became a constant visitor at the Moat or 
Hall. To this congenial friend did our heroine now 
turn, and a confidential messenger was despatched 
to her, and also to De Grey's venerable relative at 
Burnleigh. 

The widowed Geraldine, much exhausted in mind 
and body, continued through that day in a state of 
almost stupor, but in the evening was roused by the 
presence of Lady Winefride, and as she looked in 
her aged countenance, which quivered with emo- 
tion, and remembered the all but maternal tie which 
had bound her heart with that of her nephew, she 
forgot her own still greater loss, and strove to be 
the comforter. 

" I have prayed for greater strength than I seem 
now to possess," said Lady Winefride, " I came not 
to weep, but to receive and soothe your tears, my 
poor child." 

'* I cannot weep," said Geraldine, *' I am stunned 
and feel nothing." Yet as Lady Winefride drew 
her by degrees to speak, not of the horrors of yes- 
terday's scene, but of the qualities and piety of De 
Grey, and of the genera] loss sustained, she began 
to lose the wild melancholy of her air and counte- 
nance, and to evince something of the natural grief 
which her tender friends desired to see. While they 
were sitting together, a tap was given at the door, 
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and Jane Saunders, who was in the room, answering 
the summons, a whispered debate took place, whether 
or not to show something to " my lady." 

" What is it, Jane," said Lady Winefride. 

<< The head man at the mill has sent this for nw 
lady," replied Jane ; " but it is odd to be insisti^ 
on her seeing such things as flowers at this time of 
her affliction." 

Lady Winefride, however, took from the foot- 
man's hand a China flower- pot, in which grew 
several wild plants : their flowers, which were of a 
rich crimson, beins tied to, and clustering roynd a 
painted stick. The delicate care and sympathy 
which this evinced, from persons of a class not in 
general prone to the sensibilities of grief, was felt 
by the grateful heart of Geraldine, for well she re- 
cognized these flowers. She bent over them, and 
the spring was touched which opened the floodgates 
of her sorrow. 

" I did not remark till this moment what the 
flower was," said Jane to Lady Winefride ; " but 
it is all in keeping with my lady's grief, it is the 
flower of * Love lies bleeding.' " 

" Jane," said our heroine at length, " there was a 
handkerchief — " , 

" There was, my lady; it has been returned. It 
was one of those marked with your hair." 

" Take it," said Geraldine, " and bid the miller 
and his wife keep it in remembrance of the virtues 
of the dead, and of the gratitude of the living* Dear 
aunt," added she, "shall I conduct you now to the 
room where our Eustace lies ?" 

Lady Winefride had only waited till the proposal 
should come from Geraldine, and they now together 
visited the chamber of death, and gazed on the 
countenance where the parting soul had left the 
impress of its acceptance with God. After some 
time spent in prayer^ they withdrew, to allow free 
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entrance to the train of devout poor, who had, as if 
by general impulse, flocked to pray around the body 
of De Grey ; and as these, for the sake of order, 
were admitted in small numbers at a time, it was 
not until at a late hour that the last were dismissed, 
and the household resumed their watchings, two at 
a time, being relieved each hour. Geraldine had 
consented to retire to rest, but she had fixed on her 
own hour to watch with her faithful Isabel, without 
the knowledge of Lady Winefride, who might either 
have opposed it, or have offered to be with her, 
which she did not wish, and she laid her injunctions 
upon Isabel, that she should remain in the adjoining 
room until she should be summoned. At the hour 
of midnight Geraldine returned to the chamber of 
death, bearing a case which contained the corres- 
pondence between herself and De Grey during their 
short engagement, and the few intervals of separa- 
tion which had occurred during their four years' 
union. Across the case she had ih^'own her long 
hair, which she had just cut off, and she now laid 
both the letters, and hair beside him in the cofl[in, 
saying, " My God, I desire from this moment to 
consecrate my whole being to thee, and that hence- 
forth this dear being may live in my heart only as 
he is absorbed in thee, to whom it is due. Thou 
hast taught me the weakness of this heart, and there- 
fore I i^ely not on any strength of my own, but 
wholly on thy powerful grace, which has hitherto 
so wonderfully supported me." 

Geraldine well knew that these letters would be- 
come tenfold more precious when the hand that 
wrote, and the heart and head that dictated, them, 
were mouldering in the tontb, and she therefore 
made the sacrifice while it was comparatively slight. 
She arose from her knees, and bent over the coffin, 
and a slight shudder ran through her frame, as she 
perceived a change to havd laken place. She look* 



136 A TALK OF C0N8CIENCK. 

ed more intently on the countenance, which a few 
hours since had preserved its noble outjine and 
heavenly expression, and saw th^t the full eyelid 
had sunk, and the marble whiteness of the skin was 
discoloured. On the wounded temple especially, 
corruption had begun its work : and a rush of tender 
remembrances, and the full sense of her 4)ereave- 
ment, mingled with pity and remorse, overcame 
her as she looked on the letters which, in the previ- 
ous elevation of her thoughts, she had renounced. 
She placed her hand on De Grey's unchanged and 
clustering locks, and the strong and natural wish, 
which she had hitherto denied herself, of keeping 
one of them, returned with such force, that drawing 
forth her scissors, she prepared to select a curl, 
when a sudden mysterious terror, unknown before, 
made her recoil. Deeply impressed with awe at 
this token, as it seemed, that her attempt was dis- 
pleasing to the departed spirit, it was some minutes 
before she, could reason herself into the contrary 
belief; but having at length done so, she again lean- 
ed over the corpse, when the same mysterious terror 
returned with such force, that, shrinking back, she 
sought, with faltering steps, the door, and ere she 
could open it, sank insensible on the floor. 

When Geraldine recovered, she found herself 
lying on her bed, with Lady Winefride and Isabel 
on each side of her. The former gently reproached 
her, for undertaking what was beyond her strength, 
and then tried to banish the painful subject ; but our 
heroine, fearing lest this weakness on her part might 
produce a bad effect op Isabel, informed them both 
of the real cause of her fainting, adding, " I have 
been led by the grace of God to desire, for the rest 
of my days, to be wholly consecrated to him. He 
has given me strength under this affliction, which 
has seemed to me a token that he accepts my desire. 
In resigning my first and dearest earthly afiections, 
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I have wished to make them a perfect holocaust, 
and for this end I determined to resign, with the 
loved object, every thing that should render the 
sacrifice imperfect. So long as I was faithful to 
this feeling, I was so raised in spirit to that of the 
dear departed, as scarcely to dwell on the mortal 
remains. I have spent hours alonoTin that room by 
night as by day, and never till I relapsed into fond 
regret did I experience any awful fear. God then 
rebuked me, as it were, by the same hovering spirit, 
before which my own trembled and was lost" 

The day on which the remains t)f Eustace De 
Grey were borne to the vault beneath the chapel of 
the Abbey, a multitude of all classes and of all 
denominations of Christians, joined the Catholics of 
Elverton, being desirous, not only to show their 
respect for the dead, but their sympathy likewise 
for the living. Several private friends had arrived 
also at the Hall, and Geraldine consented to see 
them, and to listen to them, and to do all that was 
required of her; for the strength so wonderfully 
given her continued, and she felt assured would con- 
tinue, so long as it should be required for the fulfil- 
ment of any duty. Her uncle Edmund attended the 
funeral, and the Warden received her on her return 
from her sad office of chief mourner, with his warm- 
est tone and look of approbation, at the self-control 
and courage she evinced. This courage, he trusted, 
would continue, for it was unaccompanied by hurry 
or excitement, and appeared to result from the calm 
surrender of her happiness into the hands of God. 
After the departure of her uncle and Mr. Everard, 
who, with the faithful steward, had conveyed a 
handsome reward to the inmates of the mill, and had 
relieved her of all painful business, except the one 
letter to General Carrington, Geraldine had still the 
comfort of Lady Winefride's, and of Isabel's con- 
genial society, but she did not require thii constantly^ 
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and would unconsciously remain for hours in 
thought, or occupied by the perusal of some deep 
works of mystical divinity, which Mr. Bernard, for 
the first time, placed in her hands. That G^raldine 
intended, or rather hoped, to enter the religious life, 
was Isabel's firm persuasion, but Lady Winefride 
doubted whether such were the will of God ; and 
while these two attached friends discoursed together 
on the object of their solicitude, a change was 
taking place in her state of feeling, as painful as it 
was mysterioHs. 
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CHAPTER XL 

The mystic sounds mid silence that abide, 
The whisperings hoarse of wilder'd memory. 

To the elevation of Geraldine's thoughts, and the 
attendant peace of her heart, now succeeded interior 
trials the most acute. Instead of that immediate 
presence of God, in which she seemed to live, move, 
and have her being, she appeared far removed from 
him, — nor was this desolation all. There came, 
like strokes of fire across her heart and brain, the 
self-upbraiding thought, that she had caused the 
death of her husband. Had she not often wished to 
live for God alone, and had not that continued wish 
been equivalent to a prayer for his decease ? Then 
came the vivid remembrance of every word, or look, 
or even silence, that might have grieved him, follow- 
ed by the last scene of his life. She saw his animat- 
ed countenance, and manly form, vigorous in re- 
covered hopes ; she again heard his joyous shout, 
and saw him leap on the fatal plank, receive the 
cruel blow from the fall, and yet swim towards her. 
Oh ! had he not done so, but turned from her to the 
nearer bank, the blood-vessels of the chest would 
not have burst : — and it was she who, by her ill- 
timed presence, had thus hurried him into eternity ! 
— she, who so well knew his thoughts on death, and 
the preparation he would have desired to make. 
Had he done so, his spirit would have flown direct 
to God ; but now it pines and suffers ! and as she 
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rested on these harrowing thoughts, the wail of the 
* Miserere,' as she had heard it in the Sistine Chapel, 
five years before, seemed to float around her, and 
in it his voice could be distinguished. The recur- 
rence at shorter intervals, and then the continuance 
of these agonizing thoughts, gave a troubled restless 
motion. to her eyes, and a wild air to her whole 
manner, which deeply affected and alarmed the 
few who were admitted to see her; and at length 
she revealed to Mr. Bernard, that she expected to 
lose her senses under this mental trial, " I j'esign- 
ed my best and dearest friend," cried she, " to what 
I thought the will of God, but I am now harassed by 
the belief, that it was not the will of God, but that 
in anger he gave me my own will, and that I have 
killed' De Grey." 

"Have you struggled against these thoughts?*' 
said Mr. Bernard. 

" I have," she replied ; " at first I believed them 
to come from the enemy, but now they appear to 
be truth.'* 

" You must still believe them to come from the 
enemy of your soul," said Mr. Bernard. " In the 
eternal councils of God, the term of your husband's 
life was fixed ; and to soften the bereavement to 
you, a strengthening grace was previously vouch- 
safed you, by which you were enabled to love God 
supremely, and the creature only in him. This, his 
great mercy, the enemy is endeavouring to hide 
from your eyes, that he may disturb and wound 
your soul. Do not trust yourself to reason with the 
tempter; say to him, "Get thee hence, Satan!" 

"But," said Gerald ine, "it is very true, that 
during several months, I have wished that I could 
consecrate myself wholly to God, and what was 
this, but wishing the death of my husband? O! 
Mr. Bernard," cried she, suddenly, "had we gone 
over that first bridge, and joined him on the bank 
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where he then was, his precious life would have 
been preserved." 

^* Had Sir Eustace not ventured to cross the wa- 
ter. Almighty God would have employed some other 
,means to fulfil his irrevocable design," said Mr. 
Bernard. " Do you believe that the purposes of 
God can be frustrated by out little plans ? or, that 
He requires us for their fulfilment ?" 

" When I look on my affliction in that. light," said 
Geraldine, " my heart is at peace, because to fulfil 
the adorable will of God, is all I desire; but to have 
led Eustace into danger, instead of saving him, is 
agony to me." 

"Remember," said Mr. Bernard, "that if the 
sight of you induced him to attempt to reach the 
farthest bank, you were there by his own request." 

Geraldine only replied by deep sighs. 

" Lady De Grey," said Mr. Bernard, " I have 
scarcely ever attended a death-bed, where the 
minds of the affectionate attendants were not ha- 
rassed by the afflicting thctught of some mismanage- 
ment on their part. The only way to meet these 
painful interior suggestions, is by the firm convic- 
tion, that if the intention be pure, there is no act, 
on the part of the creature, which has not fulfilled 
the will' of. the Creator. I once witnessed an , ex- 
traordinary instance of faith under a trial of this 
kind. A Catholic gentleman who was one of my 
penitents was on the eve of marriage, when he was 
seized with a violent fever. His own family, con- 
sisting of a mother and two sisters, attended him 
night and day, but his affianced bride was not per- 
mitted by her parents to incur the risk of seeing 
him, till, at length, having overcome their fears, she 
visited the sick room. The patient had been that 
morning pronounced out of danger, and to gratify 
his new nurse, she was left by the family to sit 
alone by him, and to give him his fever draught 
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She gave hrm laudanum by mistake, and he never 
spoke again. In the midst of the lamentations, out- 
cries, and upbraidings of the distracted family, she 
stood as if stunned by grief, till, at length, raising 
her hands and eyes to Heaven, she said, * Lord, as 
thou wiliest, in the manner thou wiliest, and by 
whom thou wiliest.* She afterwards said to me, •! 
would have given my heart's-blood to save him, but 
God, who sees that heart, will not let it repine.' 

" I think of this young lady," added Mr. Bernard, 
" when I hear the customary, * Ah! if another medi- 
cal person had but been called in,' or, on the con- 
trary, * would that we had never consulted other 
advice.' 'If he had but been sooner moved,' or 
* would that he had never been moved, &e.' All 
this is opposed to the principle of true simple faith ; 
for I repeat it, supposing that a better plan had been 
acted upon, God would still have accomplished His 
inscrutable designs, in spite of prudence and skill, 
and every human device." 

" I cannot," said Geraldine, " derive all the com- 
fort you expect from the heroic faith of the lady 
whose example you propose to me, because her 
heart absolved her, and mine does not absolve me." 

"Why did you fly with such speed from one 
bridge to the other ?" said Mr. Bernard. " Was it 
not to warn or rescue your husband from danger? 
Why did you in like manner seek the boat and men 
at the mill ? Would you not willingly have risked 
your own life to save his ?" 

** Not only have risked it, but have freely given 
it," replied she, but her sighs continued. 

" The lady, whose example I proposed to you," 
said Mr. Bernard, " had to bear the reality of that 
trial, which, with you, is but imaginary. She was 
actually the cause (humanly speaking) by which 
the soul of the being she best loved, was at once 
launched into eternity !" 
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*' But she bad never wished his death," repeated 
our poor heroine, the wild melancholy returning to 
her eye. 

"Neither have you," replied Mr. Bernard; "and, 
however you may deceive and bewilder yourself, 
by an over-timorous conscience, you cannot in this 
matter deceive and bewilder your confessor. I now 
put you under obedience, to drive these thoughts 
from your mind, as instantly and resolutely as you 
would do those contrary to faith or purity, and I 
warn you, that if you do not obey, you will actually 
receive the punishment due to self-will; yoU will 
become, on that one topic, insane." 

" I think it very likely," said Geraldine, " for in- 
sanity is caused by the perpetually dwelling on one 
point, and that is what I have done lately." 

" It is not likely, unless by your own fault," said 
Mr. Bernard; "and remember 4hat any indulgence 
for the future will be more than imprudent, it will 
be highly reprehensible. Exert the force of mind 
given you by Almighty Gdd. Open your heart to 
all his rich and abundant gifts, and merit the return 
of interior peace. Heaviness may endure for a 
night, but joy cometh in the morning." 

" Do you think," said Geraldine, " that this ex- 
treme pain and desolation of the soul is sent me as 
a punishment for my sins, or as a trial of my 
fidelity?" 

" In whichever light we view it," said Mr. Ber- 
nard, "you may draw from it great profit: looking 
at this withdrawal from you of the light and joy 
you have hitherto enjoyed, aa a punishment due to 
you for niany transgressions, you may view in it a 
portion of your purgatory, and receive it with the 
perfect submission and love which fills those holy 
souls who are there detained. How often have 
you said that you desired your soul might here go 
through its purifying process, and so in death fly 
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instantly to God ; this can be in no way better eflfect' 
ed than by interior trials and affliction. Compared 
with the internal cross of dereliction, all exterior 
crosses are light ; and whether you bear it in expi- 
ation for the past, or as a proof of your fidelity for 
the future, re^t assured that-God's fatherly love has 
laid it on you; that he hears all your sighs, receives 
all your tears, and having nnade you a partaker in 
the sufferings of his Son, will bid you rejoice with 
him in glory." 

Geraldine left her spiritual father with a mind 
less oppressed ; for a slight glimpse of light seemed 
discernible in the hitherto' impenetrable gloom, 
discovering to her ** how a desolate person ought to 
offer herself into the hands of God ;" and by that 
light she prayed, ** O Lord God, O Holy Father, be 
thou now and forever blessed, for as thou wilt so it 
has happened, and what thou dost is always good. 

•« ' O just Father, holy and always to be praised, 
the hour is come- for thy servant to be tried. O 
Father, worthy of all love, it* is fitting that thy ser- 
vant should at this time suffer something for thee.' "* 

Mr. Bernard had recommended to her not to 
remain too long in solitude, but to have som^ friend 
generally with her, and she followed this recom- 
naendation as a mean to enable her better to obey 
his positive commands, of driving from her those 
agonizing thoughtis which had gained such power 
over her. She had now a personal interest in the 
truth, that the progress of a spiritual life does not 
' so much consist in having the grace of consolation, 
as in bearing the want of it with humility, patience^ 
and resignation : so as not to grow remiss in the 
exercise of prayer at that time, nor to omit any 
accustomed good work. 

Months passed on, and our courageous Geraldine 
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went through all her datios with the same exact- 
ness as when they had been delightful to her. She 
earnestly desired such purity of motive, as not to 
love God for the sake of his favours, but for his 
adorable perfections ; and to be faithful to this love 
in tribulation and anguish, becoming a partaker of 
his sufferings, and admitted to drink of his bitter 
chalice. Resisting therefore all temptation to dis- 
gust, and consenting to feel the utmost aridity and 
weariness, she continued her usual exercises of 
mental and vocal prayer, attended mass daily, with 
the greater part of her- household, received every 
week the Holy CoIXlml]nion^ and either visited, with 
Isabel, the schools, the workhouse infirmary, and 
the private dwellings of the sick poor, op engaged 
with her in some work for the altar, that should 
occupy her thoughts. Her depression continued, 
but she made no violent efforts to dispel it, leaving 
its termination to the inscrutable wisdom of her 
God ; and being thus faithful to the grace of resig- 
nation given her, it led the way to the return, at 
length, of her wonted cheerful calm. Poor Isabel, 
who had wept, and suffered much from sympathy, 
now knew no bounds to her joy, but Geraldine re- 
minded her that they must not depend too much on 
the prosperity of the soul, but remain humble, 
knowing how quickly it may be changed into ad- 
versity. But although Geraldine had learned to 
rejoice with trembling, yet she did rejoice, feeling 
that if God vouchsafed her the return of his conso- 
lations, she was bound to offer him a heart full of 
thanksgiving, and leaving to him the duration of 
this renewed peace, to let nothing be wanting on 
her part to merit its continuance. 

Lady Winefride now took leave of the Hall, to 
return to her home duties, which had been delegated 
to others till Geraldine should appear able to spare 
her. On the day of her departure, our heroine 
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proposed, for the first time, to walk in the pleasure 
grounds, and she led Isabel to the cave of the Mag- 
dalen, in the wilderness ; the crimson flowers had 
been planted at the entrance, and were recovering 
this their second removal. Geraldine entered the 
cave, and there, unexpectedly to herself, and with 
grief to her friend, she had one of those bursts of 
emotion, which, however alarming to witness, are 
beneficial to the suflferer, especially where sorrow 
has been aggravated by interior trials. 



A TAU or COHSCBNCB. 147 



CHAPTER XII. 

In monasteries the weak and timorous may be happily sheltered, 
the weary may repose, and the penitent may meditate. Those 
retreats of prayer and contemplation have something so congenial to 
the mind of man, that, perhaps, thera is scarcely one that does not 
purpose to close his life in pious abstraction, ^th a few associates 
serious as himself. ' Dr. Johnsoiv. 

ft 

Apts5r >the departure of Lady Winefride, Isabel 
being left sole guardian, continued to watch her 
friend with anxiety, listening for the slightest sigh, 
and marking each passing shadow on her brow, 
Geraldine appeared not only calm but cheerful; 
and this blessed change had lasted several weeks, 
yet she was no longer what she had been. " Per- 
haps," thought Isabel, *< I am wrong to expect this :" 
and on her thinking aloud one day on this subject, 
Geraldine comforted her by the assurance of her 
happiness. 

*' You must not be anxious because I remain so 
long silent, Isabel," said she, ** I am not more silent 
than yourself 

" I am silent," replied Isabel, ** because I have 
nothing to say." 

*' You have a1wa}r8 plenty of wise tfiings to say," 
said Geraldine, smiling. 

** No, indeed," said Isabel, ** I am thought wise 
merely because I know how to be silent ; but you, 
dear friend, can speak, and confirm the opinion." 

** Alas! I have said more foolish things than wise 
ones," said Geraldine, << and may well learn thus 
late the advantages of holy silence. Be comforted 
to know^ dear Isabel^ that of the many thouj^faty 
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which DOW occupy my miod, some are full of 

happiness, and none painful." 

'' Tell me those which are full of happiness/' said 
Isabel. 

" They relate," replied Geraldine, " to the dedica- 
tion, which I hope to make, of my whole being to 
God." 

Isabel looked first at Geraldine, then round the 
costly and luxurious apartment; her thoughts then 
flew to the convent, where she had been a pension- 
er, and she shook her head with a meaning which 
Geraldine could not mistake. " You think," said 
she, ** that I shall find the exterior hardships of the 
religious life too much, from my previous habits of 
self-indulgence ?" 

«* I fear so," said Isabel. " The early edocatioD 
of Catholics and Protestants differs greatly. The 
former are inured to practise exterior as well as 
interior self-denial at a very early age. They are 
taught to bear cold and hunger, and to dread a 
luxurious life, as imparting its effects to the soul." 

" Come with me," cried Geraldine, rising, and 
leading the way to the apartment next to her 
boudoir, and which Isabel knew to be her sleeping- 
room. 

<*I see nothing here to make me change my 
opinion," said Isabel ; '' this is a room more fitted 
for a fairy queen than a saintly nun." 

Geraldine smiled, and permitted Isabel to amuse 
herself for some time at her expense, as she made 
the tour of the room, examining and commenting on 
each hixury she beheld. At length, taking from 
within a cabinet a large key, Geraldine unlocked 
the door of a light closet, and as Isabel entered, the 
door was closed on her, and she found herself alone 
in the facsimile of a cell belonginff to some austere 
order. A small iron bedstead, wiUiout curtains, and 
with a straw bed» one chair, and smaU table of deal. 
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an iron crucifix, with cup for holy water hanging 
against the wall, completed the furniture of this 
closet or cell, of which the dimensions might be 
about eight feet long by five or six wide. 

After leaving Isabel for sometime to enjoy alone 
this surprise, Geraldine found her kneeling before 
the crucifix, bathed in tears. 

" These are tears of joy, I trust, at my progress 
thus far?'' said our heroine, as Isabel arose and 
threw her arms round her neck. 

'* How long have you slept on that dreadful little 
bed V^ said Isabel. 

" For several weeks," replied Geraldine, " but I 
began prudently and by degrees. At first I lay only 
one hour on this little bed, and took my actual 
night's rest on cny accustomed down pillows and 
French mattrass ; but by the end of the first week, 
I found myself awakening from a good sleep on 
the straw bed, and now I am independent of any 
other." 

" But the weather is becoming intensely cold," 
pleaded Isabel, " and at the risk of life must you 
endure this unnecessary rigour ? If you intend to 
become a Sister of Charity, you need not attempt 
the austerities of the contemplative orders, for the 
hardships of that life are sufficient, and more than 
sufficient, to satisfy your desire of mortification." 

*'I do not know that I shall become a Sister of 
Charity," said Geraldine : " on the contrary, I 
have many doubts on that subject, and desire 
to know more of all the religious orders before I 
decide." 

" They are all good and holy," observed the 
" Convent girl." 

** But the Benedictine order best of all," said 
Geraldine, smiling. 

^' I Hm bound to think ft one of the best," replied 
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intellectual attainments that society demands, a 
Catholic wife in the present day would hardly realize 
the picture of the valiant woman in Proverbs^ ivhoae 
husband is honourable at the gates when he sitteth 
Emong senators.* But if you have so great a 
repugnance to elegant tuition," continued Isabel, 
'and still have doubts respecting the order of charity, 
to which institute do you incline? surely not to the 
austere orders of Mount Carmel, La Trappe, or the 
Poor Clares ?" 

" There is one convent of the Benedictines," said 
Geraldine, ** where, besides the duties of the choir, 
there is perpetual adoration before the blessed 
Sacrament, of an hour assigned in turn to each nun; 
and, instead of any school attached to the convent, 
they engage in every variety of work for the service 
of the altar. I have seen, in various parts of the 
kingdom, vestments and antipendiums beautifully 
embroidered by these religious ^ and the calm and 
holy contemplation of that convent strongly attracts 
me." 

" But surely," said Isabel, " you would not there 
find sufficient mental ocupation ; and the powers 
given you by God would lie dormant." 

" How could the powers of my mind lie dormant," 
said Geraldine, '* when they would be exercised in 
the perpetual contemplation and praise of God ?" 

'' But you would be comparatively useless to your 
fellow-creatures," said Isabel. 

" Why, my • Convent girl,' " said Geraldine, " is 
it vou who are talking like a Protestant, of the in- 
utility of the Cootefnplative Orders 1 Never has a 
country been more spiritually prosperous than when 
its holy bands of contemplatives were imploring 
blessings on it; and well has it been said, that many 

• C. xxxi. ▼. 2a 
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a victory has been gained, less by the tactics of 
generals and valour of soldiers, than by the hands, 
raised like those of Moses, during the combat ; and 
this is particularly applicable to the convent in ques- 
tion, where all their devotions and austerities are, 
besides securing their own salvation, devoted to the 
reconversion of England. I think, that instead of 
any more Reformation meetings, that party had far 
better burn down this convent, and stop the prayers 
of its community, as the best means of impeding the 
present rapid spread of Catholicity." 

*' Indeed, I do not think the contemplative orders 
useless to their fellow-creatures," said Isabel, " for 
I trust much more to prayer than to action ; but, I 
think with you, that different orders are for different 
minds. To those whom God calls to the wholly 
contemplative life, He has imparted a peculiar 
grace ; to those destined for a union of the active 
and contemplative. He also gives the required 

powers, and to the wholly active " 

" Spare me, Isabel," interrupted Geraldine, seat- 
ing herself, and folding her hands together, " the 
very mention of a life of perpetual motion makes 
me feel as though I could kneel in the sanctuary for 
ever." 

" And yet," said Isabel, smiling, " who was it 
raised enthusiasm even in my sluggish feelings, by 
her glowing picture of the daughters of St. Vincent, 
and has so often told me, that she could not die 
happy, until she had fulfilled all the spiritual and 
corporal works of mercy ?" 

" It was I," cried Geraldine; '^I felt and still feel, 
that however holy may be the prayers, and accept- 
able the austerities, of the contemplative orders, to 
none are there such sure promises given as to those 
who serve Christ in the suffering members of his 
mystical body ; for to those expressly will He say, 
* Come, ye blessed of my father, receive the king- 
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dom prepared for you from the foundation of the 
world : for I was hungry, and you gave me to eat ; 
thirsty, and you gave me to drink ; naked, and you 
clothed me ; sick and in prison, and you came unto 
me. Verily I say unto you, that, inasmuch as y6u 
did it unto the least of my brethren, you did it 
unto me" 

" And how is it possible," said Isabel, *' that with 
these strong impressions in favour of this order, you 
can think of any other V* 

*' Because," said Geraldine, '< on the other hand, 
I remember those equally encouraging words, * But 
one thing is needful, and Mary hath chosen that 
better part^ which shall not be taken from her.' " 

** Indeed, it would be hard to decide," said Isa- 
bel, " between the two blessed sisters." 

" And for that reason," said Geraldine, " I wish 
there were an order in which these two states of 
life were united, and why should not that be ? In 
the cloistered orders, the active duties of the com* 
munity occupy several hours of the day ; and why 
should it be supposed, that these duties being out of 
the enclosure, for instance, at the hospitals, prisons 
and private dwellings of the poor, should render 
them incompatible with those oi the choir ? 

<< Isabel," cried she, suddenly, with all the anima- 
tion of earlier days, " I must found an order, for, 
notwithstanding the number and variety in the 
Church, I find no one that exactly combines all that 
my heart desires." 

'' Isabel, who wiitched the change in her friend's 
countenance, and therefore wished to prolong the 
subject, replied, smilihg, ''that she would like a 
sketch of this order, for, that she could not imagine 
how one institute could combine all the desires of 
any heart, especially such a heart as Geraldine's." 

** This institute," said Geraldine, *< shall be a union 
of the active and contemplative life. In the former 
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I will adopt all that is effected by the blessed Sisters 
of Charity, a»d in the latter the choir office, the 
meditation, and the silence of the cloistered orders, 
I have been frequently with Lady Winefride to the 
convent where dear Angela is now first-class mistress 
of the young ladies' school. If she can combine the 
active duties of tuition with the long divine office, 
why should not my nuns attend the hospitals and 
private dwellings of the poor at regular hours? 
Now, let us return to the library, and I will give 
you a written sketch of what I mean, and I will 
make you so far satisfied with my plans, as to feel 
within you the stirrings of a vocation, which, how- 
ever, must not advance too rapidly, and outstrip me 
who am fettered by obedience to father Bernard. 

Had Geraldine been aware at this time of all 
that had passed between Mr. Bernard and De Grey 
during their last interview, she would have found it 
still more difficult to refrain from deciding on the 
order she hoped either to join or to found ; but Mr. 
Bernard, in the present state of her feelings, which 
were still jarred and excited by the terror and grief 
she had sustained, would not mention anything that 
might bias them too strongly; and while, li^e Isabel, 
he encouraged her to think of the religious life as 
that to which God visibly called her, he had in- 
duced her to keep her inind, if possible, from any 
determined preference. During the raging of the 
cholera in Elverton, mentioned in the opening of this 
narrative, Mr. Bernard had applied to a congrega- 
tion of Sisters of Charity in France, called the 
"Daughters of Saint Joseph," for three of their 
members, to assist him. Those selected by the 
mother-superior were English women, and on their 
return to France, one of them had informed Mr. 
Bernard, that should he ever establish an institute 
of their kind in Elverton, her sisters and herself 
would join it, having always hoped to return to 
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their native country, where their labours would be 
doubly required, and not being bound to their con- 
gregation by more than yearly vows. Since that 
period Mr. Bernard had been constantly cherishing 
the hope, that the time would come when a convent 
for religious sisters, devoted to the sick and igno- 
rant poor, should arise, as the chapel and priest's 
house had done, within the ruins of the abbey; and 
in the mean time, several pious and benevolent 
ladies had given him their services amongst the 
poor at £Iverton, with the promise of an entire 
dedication of themselves to this life when a regular 
order should be established. 

De Grey, aware that his friend and pastor had 
this convent much at heart, often conversed with 
him on the subject, and on the eventful evening re* 
counted, he spoke more decidedly of his own feelings 
as connected with it "These Abbey lands," said 
he, ** were given by my ancestor Arthur De Grey, in 
perpetuity, to the monks of the Cistercian order here 
established, in the reign of Henry the Second. At the 
revolt against the Church, these lands were parcelled 
out to lay apostates, together with all that the Abbey 
afforded of treasure and relics. You well know 
how I returned thanks to God, that, with the rem- 
nant of my hereditary fortune, Ivwas enabled to 
purchase, seven years ago, this sacred spot from 
the corporation of the town, and that, but for the 
long contested struggle for the property left to me 
by my uncle, Mr. Richmond, I should long since 
have aided you in the re-establishment of a religious 
order within these walls. A thickly populated 
country is now around us, and other circumstances 
make it advisable that an active order of women 
should succeed to the learned contemplatives of Saint 
Bernard. You have reasoned me into the belief 
that I am not to be> left the desolate being I expect- 
ed, and if, indeed, I am still to cetain the wife I have 
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been given grace to resign, I can- only spare from 
my fortune sufficient for the erection of the build- 
ing; but if this mysterious impression prove true^ 
and I be left a widower, then rely on a foundation 
for your community. Last of my race, I require 
no more than the little estate of the Moat while 
living, and to lie when dead in the vault beneath 
this Abbey.'/ 

Mr. Bernard did not intend to conceal eventually 
this conversation from the widowed Geraldine, but 
merely to delay imparting it to her until her mind 
should have regained strength sufficient to hold the 
balance equal, while he should represent to her the 
sign, which, in this spontaneous wish of her hus- 
band's, seemed to him to be given her, that she 
should accomplish the good work De Grey had 
projected. This silence on the part of Mr. Bernard 
was caused likewise by conscientious and delicate 
feelings, which led him to avoid even the appearance 
of working on a mind and heart rendered by grief 
susceptible of every religious impression. 
. At the expiration of the first year of her widow- 
hood, Geraldine wrote to the superiors of those 
convents to which she had beon invited, accepting 
the hospitality offered her, and she would fain have 
taken her friend Isabel with her, but the cautious 
convent girl would not expose herself to the repu- 
tation or even suspicion of a vocation, with all its 
consequences ; and our heroine therefore began her 
journey with Jane Saunders for her companion, 
having promised Mr. Bernard, that she would de- 
cide notning, without first seeing or writing to him. 
On the eve of her journey, Geraldine had oeen put 
in possession of De Grev's wishes- respecting the 
future convent in the Abbey, and had instantly 
dedicated to that purpose the fortune, which, by Die 
Grey's marriage-settlement, had become her's. The 
communication thus made occupied her mind greatly 
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during her journey, and, not^vithstanding her yearr • 
ings after a greater seclusion from the world, she 
felt willing to renounce this preference, could she 
but know that the life of a sister of charity was that 
to which God called her. Her first visit was to a 
convent, where the canonical hours of the divine 
oflice were chanted by a full choir of religious; and 
Geraldine, with sympathetic feeling, recalled the 
sentiihents of one, at once a thedogian and a poet: 

'*Let us contemplate, in quiet meditation, the 
beauty and wisdom of the solemn offices which 
were observed in the holy precincts of the Catholic 
Church ; — the course, divine, universal, and, like the 
great operations of nature, extended over every part 
of the earth ; for, by means of the monasteries, the 
celestial sounds were as familiar to the desert as to 
the city. They were heard in the solemn depths of 
the forests, on the wildest-mountain-pass, and were 
borne along with the shriek of the sea-birds over 
the ocean wave,"* 

Most inspiring to Geraldine's ear, and dear to 
her heart, were the sounds of matins, lauds, prime, 
the lesser hours, vespers and complin; and most 
soothing to her was it to wander beneath the shade 
of venerable trees, and amidst the tangled copse- 
wood of the wilderness that surrounded the convent, 
where no sounds broke on her solitude, save the 
distant clock, or bell, or the cawing of the rooks, 
which had established their numerous community 
on the tops of the hi^h beech trees. After some 
weeks thus spent, Geraldine asked her heart, whether 
the calm which now filled it, might not at length 
become stagnant, and whether the reaction of a 
naturally vigorous and dauntless mind, might not 
be to struggle and burst forth to active life again. 
She thought that she could safely answer** No:" 
and after some farther information derived from the 

• "Mores CathoUcL" 
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nuns, and some more weeks of doubt respecting the 
will of God concerning her, " Here will I rest," 
thought she: ''why seek other convents, only to 
distract my mind ?" I find in this ancient order, the 
especial commemoration of my blessed Saviour's 
sufferings; and for one who longs to hide herself 
from the glare of this world's notice and applause, 
can there be a fitter motto than, ' Here lies she, who, 
dead to all things, lives to God.' " Our heroine 
accordingly wrote to Mr. Bernard, that she believed 
herself called to an entire surrender of herself, even 
to relinquishing the spot where lay the mortal 
remains of her husband and the order he had }>refer- 
red; which she was the; more willing to resign, as 
she thought she had all her life received tob much 
of the applause of the world, and in the order likely 
to be established in the Abbey, she should still be 
exposed to it She also the same day signified to 
the mother-prioress her desire to be admitted to the 
order, and, in a few days, presented her petition 
in chapter and was accepted. The day fixed for 
receiving her as postulant, was in the following 
week, and Geraldine considered that she had now 
chosen her temporal home, in foretaste of that 
which was eternal. 

That night, having retired as usual to her room 
in the out-quarters, she was kneeling in prayer in 
her oratory, when suddenly a voice — whether to the 
external ear, or deeply sounding in her heart, she 
knew not — thus spoke : ** Sick and in prison, and ye 
visited me not." Awe, mingled with terror and 
anguish, filled the heart of Geraldine, as it responded, 
" Lord, what wilt thou have me to do?" The voice 
uttered no more, but had she not been favoured by 
sufiicient indication of the will of God ? No sleep 
visited her that night,— the only means by which 
she calmed the continued agitation and actual pain 
of ber hearti was, by the resolution to leave her 
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present abode on the morrow, and follow the bless- 
ed invitation of her Lord Jesus Christ. 

The morning at length came, and with it more 
deliberation: at the eaniest possible hour, Geraldine 
sought the confessional of Father Laurence. She 
related what had passed ; adding, ^ I would willing- 
ly come also for your parting blessing, Father, for, 
were I to yield to my feelings, I should leave this 
place to-day." 

After a pause, as was his wont, the gentlQ voice 
of Father Laurence put this question ; " When you 
heard or felt those words, did they bring calm or 
agitation to your soul?" 

" They produced the greatest possible agitation," 
replied Geraldine. 

" Then, I think," said Father Laurence, " that we 
may strongly suspect them to come from the enemy, 
for the Spirit brings calm and peace." 

" But, Father," said Geraldine, " how could the 
words agitate me, when they were to recall me to 
my real vocation, and upbraided me for deserting 
itf shall I remain weeping in the sepulchre, when 
my risen Lord bids me follow him t" 

" The motives which induced you," said Father 
Laurence, " to seek seclusion in preference to join- 
ing an order which receives so much the applause 
of men, were pure, and in the spirit of Him who 
desired to be despised of men. I do not pronounce 
on this voice as coming from the enemy, but I give 
you this advice, do not recede from the step you 
have actually taken here, till some proof be given 
you, that Almighty God has other designs for you. 
ilest assured. He will make evident to you His 
blessed will, in a manner vou cannot mistake: loss 
of health, incapacity for the duties, rejection by the 
community, something like these will occur, to make 
plain to you the blessed will of God." 

Geraldine submitted; for, although deeply con- 
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vinced that the voice was divine, yet she remember- 
ed, that the obedience of St. Theresa, to her spiritual 
guide, under still more trying circumstances, was 
highly acceptable to God ; and she felt assured, that 
if she were submissive to the spiritual authority 
placed over her. He would make clear to Father 
Laurence, whether she, were destined to serve Him 
by a life of contemplation and austerities, or by 
labours of love towards the suffering members of 
His mystical body. 

With this firm hope, and casting aside all solici- 
tude, our heroine began the trial of her new duties. 
For awhile, all prospered, and she had conquered 
the first difficulties of her new life, when, as if to 
prove the more clearly to herself and her spiritual 
director, that she could do nothing but in the path 
designed for her, Geraldine lost, too rapidly to be' 
mistaken, her health, her capacity, her energy, her 
zeal ; in fact, all the powers of mind and body 
bestowed on her, to fulfil another vocation. 

She had now the consent, nay, more, the recom- 
mendation, of Father Laurence to depart, and to 
think no more of any cloistered order. Her duty 
was to return to the world for a time, to re-establish 
her health, but he did not pronounce whether as a 
secular or a religious,— -he believed her destined to 
serve and glorify God. 

*^ I see that Almighty God has graciously signified 
to you the part of his vineyard in which you are to 
serve him," said Lady W inefride, who, . on our 
heroine's return to her home, had once more become 
her guest ^< You made the renunciation of this 
home, of the father who had resumed his claims on 

i^ou, of the cherished scenes also of your earthly 
ove, and the ton^b where it sleeps for ever : and 
having done this, God gives back the offering, and 
you are bound to retain it, and to forset that you 
ever wished to lead a life different from that in 
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which 70U have given sucli edification during the 
life of your lamented husband. All your duties are 
immediately around you ; and, as * the widow in- 
deed' of the early Church, you may fully consecrate 
yourself to God, and become the benefactress of the 
future convent near you, without deserting the 
parent whose declining years will require your duty 
and your love.'' 

Thus spoke the pious and experienced Lady 
Winefride, and she spoke only as she had acted ; 
for in early life, having lost the object of her choice, 
and having no call to the religious life, she had filled 
a post which, although not in general recommended 
by the Catholic clergy, was in her case not consi- 
dered by her director as one of too much liberty and 
^elf-indulgence — that of a maiden lady in the world. 
jE^any had reason to bless the Divine Providence 
which had led and fixed in this post a being so be- 
nevolent, and endowed with strength of mind to exe- 
cute the plans her heart conceived. 

Geraldine listened with respect to all that Lady 
Winefride could urge to detain her in her home, and 
resolved to take no step from it, that should not be 
obviously pointed out to her by the Almighty hand 
that had brought her back to its long-tried sphere of 
usefulness. There were times, also, in which her 
now delicate and suffering frame seemed to author- 
ise the advice now given her, to thiuk no more of 
the religious vows. In these hours of sickness and 
despondency, her faithful Isabel again watched, like 
a spirit of love, around her couch ; and laid up, un- 
consciously perhaps, a store of rich blessings for 
herself hereafter. 

Mr. Bernard had welcomed our heroine back 
with joy unmixed with surprise, for to him, the 
light hovered over and revealed the scene of her 
future life ; nor was it dimmed either by the return 
df Greneral Carrington, and the afiectionate re-union 
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of father and daughter, nor by the gradual admis- 
sion of friends and acquaintances, whom, for her 
father's sake, she again consented to receive. 

Mr. Bernard knew, that deep in Geraldine's 
heart was the desire perfectly to fulfil the will of 
God, and that, when once made known to her, there 
would be instant and joyful compliance. He also 
knew, that notwithstanding the wise arguments of 
her Catholic friends, and his own silence, she felt 
that in her present mode of life, although she might 
fulfil the duties of charity, and hope to hear the 
blessed invitation promised to those who perform 
them for Christ's sake, yet she would be withholding 
that which she had once freely ofiTered — the con- 
formity to His chosen life on earth. She would be 
rich while He was poor : caressed, while He wai^ 
despised : in liberty and authority, while He became 
obedient even to the death of the cross. 
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CHAPTER XIII. 

Farewell ! 
Ye limpid streams and floods 
Farewell ! 

Brighter scenes I seek above, 
In the realms of peace and love. 

Jephtha's Daughter. 



The second year of Geraldine's widowhood was 
now drawing to its close. The convent, to the 
erection of which, all the Catholics, but especially a 
pious lady of rank, of the neighbourhood, had con- 
tributed, was nearly completed, when the supposed 
yisionary scheme of an order, such as she had de- 
scribed to Isabel, was made known to her by Mr. 
Bernard, not only as the one chosen by the Bishop 
of the diocese for the sisters of the abbey, but also 
as that to which he believed her called by Al- 
mighty God, for his glory, her own sanctification, and 
the spiritual and temporal benefit of her suffering 
fellow-creatures. This was the order of our blessed 
Lady of Mercy, founded under this ancient religious 
title by an Irish lady, who had become at the same 
time the mother-superior of the first convent of the 
order. 

Geraldine received this intelligence with joy and 
gratitude, and when she had listened to every detail 
which Mr. Bernard could give her, said, smiling, 
« I am happy to imitate that holy man who for 
years had been endeavouring to form a congrega- 
tion of religious men who snould be missionaries, 



A TALE OF C0N8CIENCB. 165 

teachers, and divines, — »but when he heard that Saint 
Ignatius had founded the ' Society of Jesus,' blessed 
God that another had been found more worthy to 
accomplish that good work for the greater glory of 
God ! And now," added she, " let there be no more 
delay, but, during my father's visit to his Yorkshire 
estates, let me at once take the step he is aware I 
contemplate, and let me save both him and myself 
a parting which is inevitable." 

To this Mr. Bernard consented, provided our 
heroine would write soon enough to enable her 
father see, or at least to write to, her before her 
departure. 

From the real joy with which Geraldine had at 
length heard from her spiritual director the words, 
" Your hour is come,'* she anticipated not the con- 
flict which was still in store for her. Yet, when the 
letter was written to General Carrington, the closing 
expression of filial love and gratitude caused her iso 
much emotion, that having sealed and despatched 
it, she left the house unseen by Isabel, to wander 
alone through the grounds. It was the season and 
the time of evening described in our opening chap- 
ter, and as our heroine stood on the high terrace, 
and looked over the river, valley, and distant hills, 
her heart swelled as though it must break. Her 
early childhood arose before her, as she turned to 
each familiar scene, when loving and beloved, soft 
words and sweet caresses nurtured the cherished 
object of a mother's love. O ! pure unequalled love, 
if aught on earth can be thus termed, this — this alone 
can claim it : and yet there have been souls, who, 
feeling thus in tenderest gratitude, have yet been 
called to break this fondest tie, by that mysterious 
voice, unheard by all save her who fain would hear 
it not, yet cannot resist to follow it This acony 
was spared to Geraldine : her mother slept in Christ, 
ere her young heart had known a love beyond, or 
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•he bad learned to say, ^ Eternal rest give unto her, 
O Lord, and let perpetual light shine upon her." la 
this hour it was, her father caused the struggle she 
had believed was passed, and as she continued 
gazing on the inheritance which lay in rich yet 
placid beauty before her, the desertion of his only 
child seemed doubly cruel, and an inward conflict 
arose, so far more violent than any she had yet ex- 
perienced, that in agony she groaned aloud, and 
partly roused by the sounds, fled from the terrace, 
and unconsciously took one of the walks which led 
to the avenue of entrance from the park. In this 
avenue appeared, advancing from the house, the 
boy and pony whose office was to convey the letters 
to and from the post ; and directly her eye caught 
the leather bag, she resolved to secure the letter 
which had thus by seeming accident been returned 
to her. The boy alighted, and unstrapped the bag ; 
but Geraldine had forgotten that the key was in the 
charge of the steward, and its duplicate at the post- 
office. The pony, however, required no spur to urge 
bis return, and our heroine remained with the bag 
lying at his feet A considerable time elapsed 
before she again saw the young messenger, for 
the steward had gone forth for his evening walk. 
He, however, had been found, the key was produced, 
and our heroine, unlocking the bag, regained the 
letter. She looked long and earnestly at the seal, 
then at the address, — again placed her finger on the 
seal, when at 'length, hastily replacing the letter in 
the bag, which she locked, she bid the boy make 
what speed he could, and turned from the avenue 
into another part of the pleasure-grounds. ** Oh 
God, L thank thee," cried she, *'that thou wert 
present with me during this temptation, when having 
* put my hand to the plough,' I was looking back — 
was leaving thee sorrow^Uy, because I had ' large 
possessions ;' was returning to < bury my father,' re- 
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membering not, that every one that hath left house, 
or brethren, or sisters, or father, or mother, or wife, 
or children, or lands, for thy name's sake, shall re- 
ceive an hundredfold, and shall possess life everlast- 
ing.** Greraldine resolved, as she slowly pursued 
her walk, to banish from her mind all solicitude 
respecting the inheritance she was about to renounce, 
casting all her care on God, who would provide ; 
and she also resolved to hasten the time for her de« 
parture to the convent in , where she and 

two of her friends and sister penitents of Father 
Bernard were to make their noviciate. She had 
regained the terrace at a part whence the view was 
almost panoramic, but which was now veiled in the 
deepest shadows of evening. ** Rest ever thus in 
shade," cried she, ** to my weaned eyes, ye scenes 
of earth, — ^farewell ! farewell !" And now, turning 
to the side where the Abbey hill intercepted the 
boundless view, she bent her steps slowly towards 
the house, when she perceived along the pathway 
which led from the Abbey, a figure advancing to- 
wards the terrace. Why did our heroine, in that 
hour of deepening gloom, remain to watch that 
form ? Whv did her heart throb, with mingled ter- 
ror and joy f Her feet were rooted to the earth, as 
in a dream ; her brain reeled. ** What ! had he 
indeed returned from the land of spirits, and for 
what purpose ? was it to direct her future path V* 
The figure ascended the turf steps of the terrace, 
and Geraldine had just, by an expiring effort of 
strength, made the sign of the cross, when she wns 
addressed by the stranger, in tones which spoke to 
her of years gone by, but which remained but 
vaguely in her memory. She scarcely knew what 
was said to her„ but her previous emotion being 
calmed, by the presence of a person indifferent to 
her, she regained all the calm dignity of her man* 
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ner, and requested to know the motive for the 
present visit of a stranger. 

Lady De Grey," spoke this once-familiar voice, 

I perceive that I am forgotten, but my memory 
has been more retentive, and enables me to recog- 
nize, after a lapse of years, the ' Greraldine of my 
early dreams.' " 

The peculiar pronunciation of her name, left 
Geraldine no longer in doubt ^* Don Carlos 
Duago," replied she, " I do remember you, and 
much regret, that my father. General CarringtOD, is 
from home, for he would have welcomed you with 
his wonted hospitalitv." 

** I am aware of his absence," said- Don Carlos, 
'' in fact, I have seen him, and have his sanction for 
paying my respects to you.'* 

" I regret," said Geraldine, " that I cannot supply 
his place in bidding you welcome to the Hall. I am 
on the eve of an important journey^ and full of 
thoughts respecting it." 

*• You are proud. Lady De Grey," said Don 
Carlos, ** so am I ; nevertheless, having your father's 
wi^es on my side, I may, without intrusion, enter 
this once hospitable door, and for half an hour, 
madam, for I ask no more, speak to you on a subject 
which will interest you far more than you are at 
present disposed lo believe possible." 

"To-morrow," replied Geraldine, "I will take 
care to be at leisure at whatever hour you may 
appoint, but to-night I can receive no visitor." 

" It is later than I intended," said Don Carlos, 
"but I was detained on my journey, and again 
wasted time in being my own guide from the town; 
I had not calculated on the alterations that would 
occur in these well«»remembered grounds during 
thirteen years of absence. To-morrow, then — but 
Dame your hour, madam." 
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Greraldine did so, and Don Carlos, leaving the 
terrace, took the direct^n of the avenue which led 
towards Elverton, while our heroine, on re-entering 
the house, escaped to her room, and to her bed, but 
not to sleep^ 

The morrow came, and at the appointed hour 
Geraldine received Don Carlos in the library, where, 
according to her express wish, Isabel remained at 
work. In his hand he led a beautiful boy of about 
five years old, whom, from the striking likeness to 
himself, Geraldine concluded to be his son, and of 
whom therefore she took no notice. 

" Whatever personal interest, madam," said Don 
Carlos, '< I may have in thus soliciting ah interview, 
it is held in subjection to a sterner duty, and it is 
with reference to this duty that I now request to hear 
from your own lips the truth of the report, that you 
have renounced the intention of leaving the world 
to enter religion ?" 

" I have not renounced that intention," said 
(rcraldine, << although ill health has compelled its 
delay." 

" And you can willingly leave this home," said 
Don Carlos, "these estates, this tenantry? You 
can forget that you were once heiress of Elverton 
Manor?" 

*• This dwelling on the worldly prosperity which 
surrounds me," said our heroine, "does, I confess, 
surprise me, in one who was wont to glory in 
here4itary kindred with the Teresas, the Elizabeths, 
and other saints of Spain and Portugal ; those saints 
who trampled on all the world holds glorious, to 
attain a heavenly crown 1" 

" You have remembered, then," said Don Carlos, 
" my youAiful piety. All is not quite forgotten of 
those confiding days ?" 

'' I purpose," continued Geraldine, " by the bless- 
ing of God, to lea ve this place to-morrow, never to 
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re-enter it, until, in the religious garb, and as the 
consecrated spouse of Christ, I kneel by my father's 
dying bed." 

*' These holy and elevated feelings/' said Don 
Carlos, ''remove many painful difficulties in my 
path, while they place others in my way." 

"I do not understand you, Don Carlos," said 
Geraldine, rising. ''I have replied with candour to 
your many unexpected inquiries, and must now hope 
that you are satisfied." 

** Stop, madam !" said Don Carlos, as our heroine 
was moving to the door ; '' It is no sickly love-tale 
I have to tell, but a manly struggle with adversity, 
and with wrongs that heaven alone can teach me to 
forgive. The time has come when justice shall be 
done to ma and mine, but I cannot forget the feeling 
due to her who now must be the sufferer." 

'' Be but as candid as I have been," said Geral- 
dine, much surprised. *' What can affect her who 
has given herself jto God?" 

''During your residence in Rome," said Don 
Carlos, " you visited the monastery of ?" 

" I did so," said Geraldine. 

" And you there saw one who was sheltered in 
that holy retreat for a while — a Spanish lady ?" said 
he. 

"I can never forget the interesting being I there 
met," replied Geraldine. 

" Had you ever seen her before f " inquired Don 
Carlos. 

*' Never !" replied she, more and more astonished 
at these questions. 

"Did you never think you were watched at the 
palazzo?" 

" I did think I was an object of great interest to 
a lady there," replied Geraldine, "of whom I could 
never obtain more than a passing glimpse. When 
I met the beautiful Beatrice de Mendoza at the 
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monastery, it struck me that the face was the same, 
but I discarded the idea as too visionary." 

" It was, however, true," said Don Carlos, " and 
at the tinne, madam, you saw Beatrice de Mendoza, 
she was the wife of General Carrington. Yes, the 
wife of your father, though not at that time mother 
of the boy who claims from you a sister's love." 

A sudden light broke on Geraldine. She turned 
to the noble child, who stood near her, and then 
looked inquiringly at Don Carlos. 

*' Ferdinand," said he, ''kneel down and ask that 
lady's blessing;" but before the boy could obey, 
Geraldine had caught him in her arms and blessed 
him. 

Tears glistened in the dark eyes of the Spaniard. 
*' You do not ask me, madam," said he, *' what is 
the tie between that child and me V^ 

''His mother is, I conclude, your sister," said 
Geraldine. 

" She is so," returned Don Carlos ; " and, as is 
customary in Spain, has ever borne our mother-s 
name, in preference to that of ' Duago.' " 

" And why — why has there been this secrecy ?*' 
cried our heroine, " why have we not known and 
loved each other, and why has my father deputed 
another to bring my brother to my arms?* 

Fire flashed from the eyes of Don Carlos. 
"Why! well may you inquire 'why I' The high- 
born and virtuous Donna Beatrice Mendoza has 
been for nine years an unacknowledged wife, while 
the brother, who would ill have brooked such con- 
cealment, was suffered to languish imprisoned by 
his own treacherous countrymen, and when set 
free, soothed and silenced by the mention of his 
Bnglish love, and led to hope that she might yet be 
won — " 

** Stop 1" cried our heroine» remembering that the 
young Ferdinand was intelligent enough to under* 
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stand all that was said. *'I will hear do more, till 
it is my father's own wish to relate to me his fur- 
ther history. It suffices to me at present to have 
found this little treasure/' and she again pressed the 
boy to her bosom. 

'< You are to give me all this fine house and park, 
and a pony, and a pencil, and a great deal of moneyt 
^nd a knife that will cut, and a watch that will tick,'* 
said Ferdinand, in admirable English. ** Will you 
give me all this V* 

<' I will give you the pony, and the pencil, and 
the knife, and the watch directly,*' said Geraldine, 
** but the fine house and the park are not mine to 
give, they belong to your father and mine. He will 
soon bring you here to live, and you can then ride 
your pony about the park." 

"Shall you ride about with me?*' 

"No," said Geraldine, "I am going away to- 
morrow." 

" Shall you come back again ?" 

" No, my little brother," said she : " I am going 
to be a nun ; " do vou know what that means ?*' 

" Yes," said he, "a nun is a woman in black, who 
loves God." 

« And do you love him, Ferdinand 1" 

" Sometimes," said he. 

" Why do you not love him always ?" 

«* Because it makes me tired," said he. "I thought 
you were going to give me a watch, and all the 
other things ?" 

" So I am,'*' said GeraWine, and she became dur- 
ing the next half hour completely occupied in sup- 
plying the various demands of this little idol, and 
succeeded in making him quite happy. 

" But I expected to see a prettier sister," said he ; 
** my uncle said I should fiad a beautiful sister — and 
now you do look prettier, that your cheeks are red, 
and that you laugh." 
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"Ferdinand," said she, "when you say your 
prayers, will you say, *0 Grod, bless my sister 
Geraldine?''' 

« I will," said he. 

" And when I am a nun, will you be a good and 
dutiful boy to your father, and love him, and pray 
for him, and try to make him as happy as I am 
making you now V* 

** I will," said Ferdinand. 

" And will you be kind to the poor people wh6 
live near this park, and give them money, and food, 
and clothes, and all that they want?" 

" I cannot give them my knife," said he, " nor 
anything that I want myself, but they can have 
what I do not want" 

" If you give to the poor only what you do not 
want, God will not love you," said Geraldine; but 
Ferdinand spread his dimpled hands on all his trea- 
sures. Our heroine continued, however, to plead 
so movingly in behalf of the suffering poor, and 
enforced so effectually the principle on which this 
charity was to be exercised, that, to her infinite joy 
and thanksgiving, the treasures were relinquished 
one by one, till at length, with a burst of grief, the 
pony was also resigned, and he exclaimed, " You 
know I can walk to God !" 

The post-chaise that was to bear the little Ferdi- 
nand back to his present home now drove to the 
door, before either of the party were aware of the 
hour. Amongst the treasures which the little Fer- 
dinand had selected, was a book which had belonged 
to De Grey, but which, not having been packed up 
with those presented either to the priest's house or 
convent, was lying on the table. Its white vellum 
binding caught his eye* and with pertinacious 
adherence to his own choice, he liked no other 
book recommended to him, half so well. Geral- 
dine, breathing a fervent prayer that the noble and 

15* 
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chivalrous qualities of the author and of the late 
possessor, might adorn the breast of her brother, 
gladly bestowed on him the " Broad Stone of Hon- 
our," and having kept nothing from the child for 
the poor, but a purse of coins she had previously 
given him, held him locked in her arms for 8on>e 
time, before she felt able to resign in her turn this 
newly found treasure, and suffer him to be lifted to 
the chaise, in which sat lago, the General's confi- 
dential servant. 

Don Carlos returned to the room where Geral- 
dine was standing by the wnndow, and closing the 
door, urged, in respectful but energetic terms, his 
hope, that she might consent to remain in the do- 
mestic circle about to surround her. He spoke of 
the strength and tendernefis of her father's regard 
for her, of the exalted sentiments entertained by his 
sister of the being she had so long and ardently 
desired to know, of the new tie of a brother whom 
she loved without a feeling of jealousy, and lastly of 
himself, his career of sorrow and adversity, atid the 
hope he entertained, that he might, in time, revive 
in her heart the interest which he proudly felt he had 
been the first to inspire. 

To the first part of Don Carlos' arguments, 
Geraldine replied by earnest assurances of the joy 
and thankfulness she felt towards Heaven, that the 
decline of her father's days would be cheered by 
domestic affection, and begged that he would convey 
these sentiments to his sister, " with this pledge of 
their sincerity," added she, placing a sealed packet 
in his hand, for Donna Beatrice, which was a min- 
iature of herself. " For me," added she, " these 
earthly ties and affections are passed, never to be 
recalled : the remembrance even of them is lost in 
the glorious future, and were I to prolong this inter- 
view, Don Carlos, it would only give you pain." 
Some time, however, passed before Don Carlos 
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could be coDviiined that she bad irrevocably chosen 
to live for God alone, for he had gained courage 
from her omitting to plead, against him, the memory 
of De Grey; but this omission had been caused 
solely by the higher impediment of her heavenly 
espousals; which superseded all other considera- 
tions ; but for that all engrossing feeling, she might 
in truth have said — 

** Gin living worth could win my heart. 
You should na plead in vain, 
But in the darksome grave 'tis laid, 
Never to rise again." 

At length Don Carlos joined his impatient charge; 
and Geraldine resting her head on the seat of the 
window near her, remained immoveable and. in 
silence, during hours of thought connected with the 
extraordinary disclosures just made to her. 

The journey took place on the following day to 
the Convent of N — , where the meeting is described, 
in the first chapter of this volume, between our 
heroine and Angela De Grey, called in religion 
Sister Mary Joseph. The events we have recorded, 
and much of the mental history, having been related, 
and some hours of pure enjoyment spent in each 
other's society, the appointed hour at length arrived 
for Geraldine to rejoin her companions, and to pursue 
her journey. 

" Farewell, dear Angela," said she, " farewell in 
this world. We are not as those who sorrow 
without hope; for if I be faithful to the grace 
vouchsafed me, we shall meet as sister spouses of 
the heavenly King, to follow Him whithersoever 
He goeth." 

" May Almighty God for ever bless you, my dear 
and exalted friend," said Angela. "I did not expect 
to feel either this meeting, or this parting, so much 
as I have done ; I will not regret however this dis- 
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covery of my weakness, but rejoice in the humilia- 
tion." 

** Shall we indeed not see you ever again, Lady 
De Grey V* said one of the nuns, who accompanied 
our heroine to the carriage. " You are not to keep 
enclosure, therefore perhaps you will some day visit 
us again V' 

" The Sisters of Mercy," said Geraldine, " quit 
their loved enclosure, at the call of mercy and 
charity alone. They make no journeys of recrea- 
tion. Once returned to the scene of my duties at 
Elverton, I leave it not; so let us part willingly in 
the body, to meet constantly in spirit at the throne 
of grace. Let me entreat you to remember me, in 
frequent prayer !" 

One more embrace from Angela, and the friends 
mutually surrendered the creature for the service 
of the Creator. 

On arriving at her father's house in Berkeley- 
square, Geraldine found a note from Mr. Bernard, 
followed soon after by a visit from himself, stating 
that the two ladies who were to accompany her to 

— «-> , had begged for some days' delay, before 

they should join her in London, and that he had 
promised for her, that she would consent to wait for 
them, and pass the leisure evenings, which this delay 
would give her, with his friend and benefactress, the 
Baroness de M — . 

Geraldine had much to communicate to her 
reverend friend, respecting the disclosure of Don 
Carlos; but she suspected, as she told her tale, that 
Mr. Bernard had partly, if not fully, known the ties 
which Greneral Carrington had formed ; and he now 
congratulated her on the comfort it must afford her, 
to feel released from all responsibility respecting his 
future happiness. << See," continued Mr. Bernard, 
** the tender care of Almighty God over you, and 
his indulgence for your weakness. He has permit- 
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ted you, by the assistance of his grace, to make him 
the free ofieriDg of all that you believed you held in 
prospect, as well as in possession, and allows you 
to feel all the joy, which that generous surrender 
brings the heart. In the sight of men, perhaps you 
will retire from the world because you have ceased 
to be a great heiress, but in the sight of God, you 
leave it in the purity of a devoted heart." 

Geraldine would willingly have excused herself 
from the introduction she had once so much wished, 
to the celebrated lady with whom Mr. Bernard was 
now a guest, but at length consented to pabs part of 
the following day with her ; a consent which pro- 
duced from the Baroness that evening a note, or 
rather letter of thanks, written with all the warmth 
and spirit which characterized her, and at two 
o'clock on the following day, Mr. Bernafd called 
by appointment, and accompanied our heroine to 
the dwelling of that lady. 
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CHAPTER XIV, 



The good Iwgun by thee^ shall onward flow, 
In many a branching stream, and wider grow ; 
The seed, that, in these few and fleeting hoon, 
Thy hands unsparing and unwearied sow, 
Shall deck thy grave with aramanthine flowers, 
And yield thee fruits divine in heaven's immortal bowers. 

Wiicox. 



Thb house of the Baroness de M — was shabby, 
close, and dark ; and dullness seemed to pervade 
all that was visible. A gentleman, whom Mr. 
Bernard greeted as a brother priest, was sole 
occupant of the drawing-rooms, excepting a little 
dog, who resented their entrance by every possible 
demonstration, and a large handsome cat, who with 
quiet dignity withdrew* Geraldine sat on the soiled 
and ragged sofa, in spite of the dog, which the Rev. 
Mr. Corbey endeavo.ured to pacify, while Mr. Ber- 
nard hearing his name vociferated in shrill tones 
from an upper room, obeyed the summons, and after 
some minutes the sounds approached sufficiently 
near to distinguish their import. 

" Where is she, — ^the charming creature, — ^where 
is the celebrated Lady De Grey t I must see her 
directly, sir ! Do you hear, sir I Directly I say!' 
and the door flying open, from a vigorous push 
from without, a tall and erect old lady stood in the 
entrance, for a few instants in silence, taking a 
scrutinizing survey of our heroine^s face and form, 
who on her part was moved to something of curiosity 
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and ioteresty as she at length beheld the far famed 
Baroness de M — . She was dressed in a long and 
tightly fitting black satin dress, over which hung d 
little cloak of the same hue and material, surmount- 
ed by a full deep ruff, of white lace ; her cap cor- 
responded with the ruff, and over it was thrown a 
narrow black scarf. An artificial cluster of fair 
ringlets nearly concealed her small and half closed 
eyes, while her gracious and pleasing mouth smiled 
in evident content. 

" So you are Lady De Grey ! I am delighted 
with you ! I. have heard all your history, — people 
are crazy about you ; raving mad ; but that would 
not make me like you. I ej^pected to see a fine, 
loud, talkative, pedantic woman, and you seem as 
soft as a dove. I shall doat on you I" 

" I scarcely feel I am welcomed by a stranger," 
said Geraldine advancing, '< for with the countless 
multitude, I have learned to know the beneficent 
Baroness de M — ^.*' 

** Ma'am, I have done a great deal of good. I 
have deprived myself of comforts to relieve the 
distressed. I have given to the just and the unjust, 
but I shall not get to heaven the more for all this, 
becau^^ I am so pleased with myself; my left hand 
is sure to know everything that my right hand does. 
But why think of myself when you are before me, 
and my old friend Mr. Bernard is come to me at 
last, and here is good Mr. Corbey, — charming ! 
delightfull 'Mr. Corbey, you must stay and dine 
with me. We shall then be a 'partie quarree,** 
which is perfection." 

" I cannot accept your hospitality to-day, Baron- 
ess, but perhaps you will allow me to call at some 
future period." 

" Sir, I never like priests to call merely, they are 
to make use of my house as they would of an inn. 
They must dine, sir, and you must dine here to- 
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morrow. I like your face, sir. It is not handsome^ 
but it is wise and* benevolent, and I hear enough of 
you, sir, from our good bishop, to make me highly 
esteem you. And now, my dear Lady De Grey, 
tell me how long you can stay 1 I like to know my 
fdtc at once." 

" I can remain until the evening,*' replied Geral" 
dine. 

"Ah, my dear, I expected you would stay with 
me until you left town, but you do not take to me 
as I do to you, or you would not be so base as to 
rob me of what is mine by promise, your delightful 
society. And so, my dear ma'am, your father is a 
Catholic, but a poor one, however, I fear. He is 
governed by human respect M knew him before 
you were born. He admired me vastly. A fine 
martial figure, looking as if he would bear down all 
before him ; and yet he is afraid, I understand, of 
supporting the truths he believes." 

" I wish you good day. Baroness," said Mr. Cor- 
bey, wishing to interrupt this thinking aloud, which 
he feared would wound Lady De Grey. 

" Good bye, sir," said the Baroness, <* but look in 
upon us this evening, if you can ; * au revoir k ce 
soir.' There, sir 1 1 give you the refrain of a beautiful 
little French song. Do you sing, my dear ma'am ? 
but why do I ask 1 I see, b v your whole air, that 
you possess every accomplishment and every grace, 
without being handsome. Now, that was just my 
own case. I was never beautiful, ma'am, but 1 had 
all the effect of a beauty, because I had grace and 
spirit. Come, sir," to Mr. Bernard, who had retired 
to a corner, with his breviarv, " mind your office, 
and don't be listening to my charms, for, 

* Green leaves all turn yellow, yellow, yellow.' 

" Pray, Lady De Grey, do you know why I wear 
this little cloak 7 I will tell you, as I told the bishop, 
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when he asked me the reason : * my lord/ said I, 
* because I have this day as fine a figure as I ever 
had in my life, so I hide it in pity to strangers ; for, 
Mrhat would be their consternation, if, after following 
this perfect figure, I were to turn round upon them 
with my death's-head V Ma'am, they say I am a 
hundred, but that's a lie, I am only ninety. Come, 
sir, have you not finished your task, yet? Our 
priests, ma'am, for. fear they should not have enough 
to do, are obliged to spoil their eyes by reading the 
little print of their breviary so many hours a day. I 
threaten to throw the books behind the fire, for 
whenever I invite a good priest to spend the day 
with me, the first thing he tells me is, that he has 
not had time to say his ofifice, and during all my 
pretty prattle, there he sits, trying not to Hsten. Ah ! 
sir, so you are smiling at last. Come, get it over 
at once, and then we will have dinner. Fray, Lady 
De Grey, did you ever hear of my dinners ? perhaps 
not, — well, you shall have .a specimen to-day. My 
dinners, ma'am, just reverse the sentence passed on 
the city dinners ; for with me, there are more good 
things said than^aten. Ah! my dear, you can un- 
derstand a jest, you suit me exactly. What a pity 
we cannot Uve together, and converse on things 
grave or gay, as suited the mood of the hour. How 
much better to stay with me, who love you, than to 
follow this will-o'-the-wisp, called a vocation. We 
should be just as independent during the mornings 
as if we were strangers, and pieet in the evenings 
to cheer each other, as two widows should, until 
you should marry again ; for I am not selfish, and 
would not keep you a widow for my sake. I have 
fafTd persons to live with me, ma'am, but no one like 
you, and I love you with all my heart You remind 
me of a dear friend I had when I was a girl. You 
will say I have a fine memory to rememhor so Umg 
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^0. Yesy ma'am, I have a very fine memory. 
This lady and I were in a convent together in Paris 
for our education. She lost everything afterwards 
in the French Revolution. Ah, ma'am 1 that revo- 
lution ! well 1 if it did many shocking things, it did a 
good thing for me, for it led the way to my marriage 
with my dear baron. Ah, ma'am I people may 
talk as they please of their first-love, but all that I 
had ever felt or fancied, was realized in this second 
marriage. The baron was in every relation of life, 
a peHect Christian, as well as an accomplished 
nobleman. My affection was mingled with respect 
and even veneration, and 'tis since his death I have 
been a widow indeed 1 Bless me, sir," to Mr. Ber- 
nard, " so you know exactly when to finish your 
office, for it is just striking three o'clock. I rather 
suspect, sir, you say part of it twice over, on purpose 
not to talk to me. Now, pull the bell, but don't 
break the wire. Bless me i I shall not pay for all 
the damage you do here^ sir. Charles! Charles! 
come in Charles, we want our dinner, Charles ; for 
we have all been talking till we are dead. Ma'am, 
I am very kind to my four servants. I give them 
plenty of every thing, and spar^ nothing to make 
them happy. I keep no accounts^ and I spend about 
fifty pounds a year more than if I were one of your 
locking-up ladies. Ma'am, I never could lock up 
either my thoughts or my money. My servants are 
all Protestants, and I leave them to talk with the 
good priests or not, just as they like. I never say 
a word to them myself. I hate your cupboard con- 
versions. Charles, don't put the table so near me* 
Draw it away, sir, I am going to the piano, to sing 
to Lady De Grey." The old lady flourished across 
the room, and sitting down to the instrument, struck 
a few emphatic chords, and began in a clear and 
true, though cracked voice, ** I won't be a nun, I 
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can't be a nun, &c/V Mr. Bernard drew his chair 
near Geraldine, and said in a low voice, " All this 
is too much for your present spirits, I fear." 

The tears which had gathered in her eyes now 
overflowed, but she hastily dried them, and said, 
smiling, *' I assure you that I am amused, and were 
it not so, I could endure anything, when it is to be 
for the last time." 

** I expect we shall see our Elverton friends to- 
morrow," saie( he ; and at this moment, the dinner 
being brought fn, the baroness started up, and clap- 
ping her hands, cried, " Come, sir, say grace, 
Charles, take away the dog and cat, and don't 
come up again till I ring. Now, this is charming ! 
* The feast of reason and the flow of soul,' with 
something for the animal man at the same time." 

The dinner was scarcely over, when Charles 
announced that a person below wished very parti- 
cularly to see the Baroness de M — . 

" A person !" cried sha; **pray be more exact in 
your terms. Is it a m&n or a woman ?" 

" A man, my lady." 

"Pray, Lady De Grey, do you ever read the 
newspaper V* 

" Never," replied Gferaldine. 

" Well, ma'am, I read the other day of a trial in 
which it was necessary to ascertain the precise 
meaning of the term * respectable,' and it was 
established in court that respectable means * to keep 
a gig i' Pray, Charles, did the man below come 
in a gig ?" 

" No, my lady ; but I think he looks as if he 
might" 

" Ha ! ha ! charming. Let him come up ; but 
first draw away our dinner table ; — and stop, 
Charles ; this * very particularly* wishing to see me, 
I do not like ; for this almost invariably means very 
particularly wishing for my money. Show him up, 
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however, and etar in the room till I gire you a ngn 
that all is safe. Sir/' to the mild, and apparently 
distressed, young stranger, who entered, ** if you are 
come for my money, it is too late ; for I have given 
it all away, and am as poor as yourself, and very 
nearly as shabby. Pray, sir, who are you V* 

The stranger advanced, and held out a printed 
paper ; but the baroness shrieked, " Don't show me 
papers and petitions. Bless me, sir, I never admit 
such people ; I even forbid my servants to take in 
these papers at my door. Come, sir, cannot you 
speak f Who are you t" 

<*I am a monk of the order of La Trappe,'* 
replied he. 

" A monk ! a monk ! No, sir ; I have nothing to 
do with monks or monkeys I" 

The young man smiled. <*0h, sir, you like a 
joke, do you? Come, 1 like you, for that; but I 
have nothing left for lazy, begging monks. I have 
enough to do to take care of our poor parish priests, 
who are killing themselves with work. Here is nny 
friend Mr. Bernard paying me a visit, because bis 
bishop peremptorily ordered him to be idle for a 
montn, and for that purpose to leave his owtf mis- 
sion ; but what rendered this necessary ? Sir, I will 
tell you. He had been slaving night and day, with- 
out any relaxation, amongst his poor people, who 
have increased to thousands, and who can neither 
live nor die without him. Up all night frequently, 
to attend some poor creature, miles away in some 
wretched hovel, through wet and cold, to give him 
the last rites of our holy church. Sir^ I can compare 
our priests to nothing more closely than to an over- 
loaded horse, sinking under his efforts ; but^ these, 
sir, are the men for my money — not your lazy 
monks !" 

** Ah, Baroness," said Mr. Bernard, « you only 
require to know more on the subject, and you will 
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own that there is no such thing as a lazy monk. 
The useful and laborious order of La Trappe — " 

" Useful t*' cried the Baroness ; " useful, sir, and 
laborious! Bless me, sir! a Trappist monk useful?'' 
** Yes, Baroness, I repeat it ; the useful and labo- 
rious order of La Trappe requires only to be better 
known, and you will be the first to render the 
tribute of a generous mind to those you have mis- 
judged. The monks of Melleraye, before they were 
driven from their peaceful retirement, were the 
indefatigable workmen of a large factory, under the 
control of Mi;. Saulmier ; and since their establish- 
ment in Ireland, they have not been idle, as your 
present visitor will doubtless prove to you, if you 
will invite his history." 

*^ Come, then, sir," said the Baroness to the young 
monk, ** begin your history, and relate to me every 
thing from the lime of your leaving Melleraye ; but 
first tell me your name." 
** My name in the world T" 
" Bless me, sir ! your name in the worldf was 
common enough, depend upon it. It is your name 
in your monastery I wish to know." 
" In religion I am Brother Julian.*' 
" Well, Brother Julian, begin directly.'* 
The young Trappist obeyed, by drawing a letter 
from his pocket, which his abbot of Mount Melle- 
raye in Ireland had written to a reverend friend in 
London, who had permitted him to make use of it 
for the information of the benevolent. 
" My dear friend, — 
"In reply to your communication of the 8th 
instant, I beg to offer for your information the 
following abstract of our labours, since the com- 
mencement of our establishment on this mountain. 
Having been deprived of our monastery and pro- 
perty in France, we arrived in Ireland in a state of 
the most appalling indigence. Our number was 

16* 
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then, as it is at present, about eighty in community. 
We had no friends, no means of any sort. After 
many laborious journeys, in order to find a place on 
which I might form a foundation, and establish my 
brethren, L found none better suited than this tract 
of barren mountain ; and you will be able to form 
a oorrect idea of our labours, when I say, that here 
lay a tract of country, containing more than 5000 
statute acres, uncultivated, neglected, despised. 
Here was neither hedge, fence, tree, nor even shrub 
of any sort ; nothing appeared but towering moun- 
tains, which seemed to look doWn in savage wild- 
ness on the gloomy plains, extending far away, and 
concealing their stone-set surfaces under the wild 

heath, or dusky turf. Of this tract Sir R H 

kindly allowed me to select a part, which having 
done, I stood alone in the centre; and looking 
around in awful gaze, could discover nothing but 
desolation. Here was nothing to encourage, — no 
hedges, no trees, not even a house, wherein, with my 
distressed brethren, I might find refuge against the 
fury of the elements, which here exercised, in every 
terrific form, the most destructive sway. A little 
cottage, that had been occupied by the keeper of this 
part of the C estate, and which stood at the ex- 
tremity of our newly acquired, but wretchedly desti- 
tute inheritance, was exclusively our place of retreat 
That cottage is rather too confined to accommodate 
four persons, and yet more than twenty of my 
brethren, with myself, contrived to live in it during 
an entire year, subsisting on a few potatoes, which 
were giv^ us by our charitable neighbours, and 
having water only for beverage, or, at best, a little 
milk. In that condition, unprovided with instru- 
ments of agriculture, or money to purchase them, 
having scarcely ordinary clothing, how were we to 
flatter ourselves with the hope of ever being able to 
succeed in raising a monastery, or cultivating land 
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that required not only instrnmentSy hones, strenuoin 
and persevering efforts, but likewise abundant funclsT 
We, however, contrived to procure a few deal 
boards, with which we constructed a sort of ora* 
tory, and temporary ahar, where we attended to 
our religious exercises. We arose at a little after 
midnight, chanted the divine office, having much 
difficulty to defend our books and persons from the 
torrents of rain by which' we were inundated, and 
which found free access through the numerous 
openings of our frail ttfiapel. Here we committed 
ourselves to the care of Divine Providence, and 
soon discovered the truth of the prophetic oracles, 
''No one ever hoped in the Lord, and was con- 
founded." The friends of humanity, — and with 
feelings of tender gratitude I willingly record it,-~ 
the people of England, extended the hand of succour 
to raise our oppressed condition. Their benevolence 
and liberality enabled us to procure instruments, and 
with the aid first of one, and then of two horses, we 
commenced operations on the soil, that had never 
before been touched by the hand of industry. I do 
not attempt to describe what a scene of labours, 
pains, distress, now opened before us. We found 
the land covered in general with turf, var}ring in 
depth from three inches to three feet, and nourish- 
ing vast quantities of strong heath. A little below 
the surface, appeared immense numbers of stones» 
great and small, but all firmly imbedded in the. 
earth. To dislodge those long occupiers of the 
soil was indispensable to our proceeding with the 
reclaiming any part of it. The stones thus removed 
we collected ; and having obtained means to pur« 
chase lime, and hire masons, we constructed a 
bouse, built a lime-kiln, and cootinued with more 
courage our labours of breaking up, draining, and 
cultivating, until by perseverance we had sowed a 
few acres of potatoes. Then we proceeded to make 
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and barn bricks, which serred to advance our build- 
ing. We laid out a liitchen-carden, we likewise 
planted upwards of 150,000 tiniber trees; and when 
the first house was completed, we laid the founda- 
tion of the abbey. All the stones necessary for its 
construction we extracted from the land as "we 
proceeded in preparing it for cultivation. Being at 
great loss for manure, and having nothing but lime, 
which is the first thing requisite, I procured sand 

from Y , which I had conveyed to C in 

large boats, and thence carted upon our newly cul- 
tivated parts. In this manner we proceeded during 
three years. The example thus given has been 
productive of the most beneficial results ; many 
persons being moved by it, came and took into their 
nands other portions of the barren country; those 
were followed by others more numerous; houses 
arose on every side; industry was seen actively 
exerting its beneficent and cheering influence over 
the entire range; until at length, even now, its 
happy results have extended to nearly the summits 
of our adjacent mountains. The desert has cast ofiT 
its gloomy weeds, and smiles in the full attire of 
floral beauty. 

" This, my dear friend, is a mere abstract of what 
has been accomplished here during the last six 
years, by the aid of voluntary contributions, on the 
part of a distressed people, and by the steady per- 
severance of a few poor religious men. In a moral 
point of view, the enterprise is equally consoling, 
the people are taught their Christian duties, childreir 
instructed, and universal peace everywhere dif- 
fused." 

The young Trappist cast a look of gratitude and 
intelligence to Mr. Bernard, as he finished his 
abridged history, to which Geraldine had listened 
with lively interest ; and the Baroness exclaimed, 
"Upon my word, Mr. La Trappe, you and your 
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abbot are at once poets and orators; and when you 
do speak, it certainly is to the purpose. So your 
community contrive to do a great deal of silent 
good ? That would not suit me, — I do nothing in 
silence, and I fear you would not admit me to your 
order." 

**Our female Trappists," said the monk, smiling, 
^ are allowed some mitigation of the rule, but we 
understand that this is not acceptable to them. 
Indeed when it is considered that we chant the 
\i^hole of the divine office in choir, and that the rest 
of our time is employed in severe manual labour, 
"we have little breath left for the mere amusement 
of talking." 

** Sir, I like what voice you have, better than I 
did when you first came in. It then sounded very 
"whining and hypocritical. Pray, sir, are you hun- 
gry V 

" I am, madam !" 

** Well, sir, I like that answer. You shall not be 
hungry long ; here, Charles, bring tea, and a mutton 
chop for Monsieur La Trappe." 

^'No, madam, I thank you, I cannot eat flesh 
meat." 

** You cannot, sir, on a Thursday, not a vigil ! 
don't be so scrupulous." 

"I cannot, madam. A Trappist keeps perpetual 
abstinence." 

" Bless me, sir, you are mighty decided. Charles 
bring plenty of bread and butter an inch thick, for 
Monsieur La Trappe." 

While the tea was in progress, Charles gave 
notice that a certain tradesman had brought a bale 
of goods for the inspection of the Baroness. 

" Send him up directly," cried she, " he is the 
very person I want. Come in, sir, and spread all 
your goods upon the carpet. Are they the worst 
things you have in the shop." 
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** Pretty nearly, my lady." 

" Sir, * pretty nearly* will not do for me. I sent 
to you to bring me ail the rubbish you had. What 
is that, sir ?" 

" It is a damaged piece of merino, my lady, once 
intended for drawing-room curtains, but now, with 
a little management" — 

"Charming! sir, I perceive you are a man of 
sense. Mr. Bernard ! why positively, sir, you are 
getting into the • prayer of quiet ! Bring down 
your thoughts, sir, to sublunary things, and tell me 
whether this stuff will not cut up delightfully into 
vestments ?" 

" Why, Baroness, considering the purpose for 
which you intend it, the holes and spots appear 



numerous." 



" Not at all, sir ! They can all be hidden under 
the trimming ; but you are become vastly fine, and 
must have everything of the most expensive sort. 
Bless me, sir, I've no money left for your grand 
brocades and tissues. Charles, send Mrs. Kay here. 
Kay! come in, Kay. Kay, did you ever see a 
Trappist monk ? Now is your time, for there sits 
one. But I did not send for you to look at him, but 
at this beautiful piece of red stuff. Now cannot you 
manage the damaged part under the lace, or rather 
the braiding, for I cannot afford lace ? Come, Mrs. 
Kav, you are mighty silent. Are you thinking of 
La'Trappe?" 

" No, my lady, I am thinking of this red merino." 

" Then, ma'am, give us a manifestation of your 
thoughts." 

" Why, my lady, you tell me to manage the da- 
maged parts, and it is all damaged I" 

" And so were the martyrs all damaged, and full 
of holes and spots, before they gained their crown, 
and this red colour is for their feasts. Ha, ha, — 
charming ! a capital idea, and worthy of De M — . 
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I will buy the whole piece, sir ; so remember the 
discount for prompt payment." 

*' Now, brother Julian, turning to the monk, as 
the tradesman left the room, *' having despatched 
this business, I am ready, and more than ready to 
hear much about you. I should like vastly to know 
what you do with yourself every day and all day 
long, in your convent, when your begging trips are 
over V* 

" Our's is not a. mendicant order," replied brother 
Julian, *' and I trust that by the blessing of God on 
our labours, our monastery will not in future jequire 
the alms of the faithful. Would you wish to have, 
madam, an exact account of our monastic observ- 
ances ?" 

*« I should, sir.'* 

** We rise at midnight," said he, •' and continue in 
meditation till one o'clock, when we begin the matin 
service, which, as we sing all the nocturns with 
lauds, continues till break of day. At five o'clock 
prime is sung. At six the bell rings us out to work 
in the fields, or at home, as it may have been ar- 
ranged in chapter the preceding evening. Tierce 
is at ten o'clock, immediately before high mass, 
which is sung every day." 

" Bless me, sir," interrupted the Baroness, " you 
shall have a set of vestments for the feasts of the 
martyrs, off my beautiful piece of red stuff. I am 
sure your Abbot will be charmed." 

The gravity of the young monk was nearly over- 
come, but he passed his hand across his face and 
resumed — " Sext follows immediately after high 
mass. We then meditate till the angelus at twelve, 
after which the bell rings for^ dinner." 

" Pray, sir, is that vour first meal 7" 

** It is, madam, and in Lent is deferred till four 
o'clock." 

** Fasting, with singing and hard labour I" cried 
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she. ''It is enough to kill you, sir. No wonder that 
yoa keep silence when you can. AH this is very 
foolish. Go on, sir." 

** During the summer months we are allowed an 
hour*s rest after dinner." 

*« Why that is very luxurious, sir — a siesta for a 
monk !•' 

*< We have but four hours' sleep at night," said 
brother Julian, ** and this one hour just supports 
nature; our beds are of boards, raised from the floor. 
At the end of the hour we go out again to work. At 
three we sing none, then labour again till near ves- 
pers, which are at siX; and after this we have our 
supper. The chapter is held after supper. Complin 
is at half-past seven, and at eight o'clock we go to 
rest. From this last service till after prime the next 
morning, is our time of strict silence. We take no 
notice of each other, not even of father abbot, if we 
meet him, and we must make no sign, which we 
are allowed to do when at work." 

''Sir I remember to have heard that you talk with 
your fingers, which is breaking the spirit of your 
rule. Come, sir, defend yourself." 

*' The signs we are permitted to make when at 
work," replied the monk, <* are limited to what is 
necessary to carry on our labour. Any indulgence 
beyond this, would be, indeed, contrary to the spirit 
of our holy rule, which prescribes that our life should 
be passed in continual and uninterrupted union with 
God by prayer and praise." 

" Upon my word, sir, I really like you very well, 
and your account has been very interesting. Tell 
me, what you are allowed to eat by your rule t" 

''All abstinence food we may take excepting fish," 
said brother Julian. '* Our dinner in Ireland gene- 
rally consists of a good-sized bowl of meagre soup, 
as many potatoes as we wish, with milk, and our 
own coarse bread ; we drink only water ; and that 
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we may not take this fare with too much avidity, 
our abbot rings a little bell three times during dinner, 
when not a hand must move, or .even a morsel be 
swallowed, till the sign be given to proceed. Our 
supper is generally bread, with cheese or sallad." 

" Sir !" cried the baroness, " the vestments will 
be made up by next week, and when you call for 
them you shall dine with me : I will give you your 
choice of every thing you have mentioned, and I 
will take care to have a little bell to ring at you 
whenever you get red in the face.*' 

Brother Julian arose, and the cheerful humility 
with which he had received all her jokes, warmed 
the heart of the old lady, who called after him, 
** Stop, sir, I really like you very much, and shall 
esteem your order henceforward. When you come 
next week, I shall have received a yearly present 
of two cheeses, and you shall have half of one of 
them to take back with you to your monastery, 
together with the vestments. Now you may go — 
pcuc tecum /" 

"If I can spare any money next year, and am 
alive to give it," said the Baroness, after the monk 
had departed, ^* I will inquire how these silent 
agriculturists are going on, but now I have not a 
shilling that is not bespoken. This is true poverty, 
my dear Lady De Grey, and the poverty of a 
willing heart; but as for the vow you are going to 
take, it is all wrong, depend upon it. Did not Al- 
mighty God give you your fortune, and have you 
not been employing it hitherto in his service most 
usefully and happily, and now you are about to give 
it all into the hands of others, and so resign your 
Jtrust. Mighty foolish, ma'am. I have no patience 
with those who are 'advising you so badly. Do you 
hear that, Mr. Bernard?" 

" I do. Baroness," replied he. 

" Come, then, sir, stand on the defence." 
vou ui. — 17 
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** Why, Baroness/' said he, ** you do not require 
to be told, that while Almighty God requires of all 
to obey his commands, he invites some to advance 
still farther, and follow his counsels. Amongst 
these counsels, that of voluntary poverty is recom- 
mended by these words — * If you would be perfect, 
go and sell all that you have;' and to this is added 
a rich promise — * Blessed are the poor in spirit, for 
their's is the kingdom of heaven.' " 

'' I have always supposed," said Geraldine, ** that 
poverty of spirit meant humility." 

" You may safely think so still," replied he, " for 
in this sense it is understood by many saints and 
divines; while others, and amongst them Saint 
Basil, appropriate it ta those who voluntarily became 
poor for His sake, who gave us the living example 
of this virtue throughout his whole life : born in a 
stable, he had not afterwards whereon to lay his 
head, till in death he was wrapped in grave clothes, 
and laid in a sepulchre by the bounty of a stranger. 
Poverty is, indeed, the very foundation of religious 
perfection, for our Saviour declares — * If any o? you 
do not renounce all he possesses, he cannot be my 
disciple ;' and this vow of poverty therefore takes 
precedence of the other vows. Now, though I am 
willing to grant that this renouncement cannot 
always be literal, and must be taken in the setise of 
a willingness of heart to renounce all, still the literal 
fulfilment of the precept is the surest step to attain 
the other, for it is proved to be far easier to cease 
to love those things from which we have parted, 
than to keep the heart disengaged from them while 
present." 

" WelJ, sir," cried the Baroness, ** I have nothing 
left but the bare necessaries of life, and I rejoice at 
it. Pray is not my way just as good as giving up 
all my fortune at once by vow?"* 

'< It is the way in which Almighty God designs 
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you to serve him," replied Mr. Berntrd, "and 
therefore it is for you the best way; but bad he 
called you to the entire renouncement of yourself 
by vow, it would have been a still greater favour, 
ior the oblation of ourselves to Grod by vow, is of so 
great value in his sight, that the fathers term it a 
second baptism." 

" Bless me, sir, you make me very uncomforta- 
ble," cried the Baroness. " After all I have done to 
please God, that you give the preference to nuns; I 
shall dislike them now through jealousy. Pray, sir, 
do you mean that all my good works are Unaccept- 
able to God, because I have not offered myself by 
vow ?" 

« I repeat. Baroness, that I do not believe God 
ever called upon you for more than you have done, 
therefore rest assured that he is pleased with your 
offering to him his own gifts, in the way he has 
appointed." 

" Then, sir, I will give up my jealousy of the 
nuns, and go on in the old way. Indeed, I am too 
old to be changing my mode of life. But do you 
not know many persons like me in the world, whose 
hearts are so detached from their riches, that they 
are far more acceptable to Almighty God than many 
a nun who having relinquished a great deal in her 
time of fervour, becomes gradually attached to the 
few things allowed her 1 because, sir, I have been 
told that tITis is the case." 

*< Assuredly I do. I consider the case of a tepid 
and relaxed religious to be deplorable indeed, both 
in this world and the next Woe to her, who heaps 
up superfluous things under pretence of devotion, on 
any motive whatever, — who is fond of receiving 
presents, — who forgets, that by virtue of Jier vow» 
she can possess nothing, having only permission to 
use that which 43H^ong8 to the sisterhood in general. 
A nuQf in fact> \b not really poor in the gospel sense, 
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and, therefore, is faithless to her vow, if, when she 
is deprived of all things, she does not rejoice in this 
conformity to the poverty of Jesus Christ The 
Church is express in enforcing the rigour of poverty 
in those who have voluntarily embraced it, by for- 
bidding, in the Council of Late ran, any religious the 
possession of anything, or the personal use of any 
money* Any religious retaining any money, unless 
given him by his superior for some commission^ 
must be separated from the participation of the holy 
mysteries; and should money or goods be found 
after his death, which he had secreted, he shall be 
deprived of the prayers of the community, and of 
Christian burial. This was confirmed by succeed- 
ing popes, and by the Council of Trent." 

" Sir, this is very severe I" 

" Not, if you look closely into the subject, for you 
will find a parallel case in that of Ananias and his 
wife, related in the Acts of the Apostles. No human 
authority had obliged Ananias to sell his land ; it 
was a voluntary act, but having once dedicated the 
profits to God, it was a violation of that contract to 
retain any part of it for his own use ; and the lie he 
told was not unto man, but unto the Holy Ghosts 
and received its awful punishment. In the few 
instances which occurred in the early ages, of a 
religious secreting money, it was thrown into his 
grave with these words, — * Let thy money go with 
thee to perdition.' " 

*' Bless me, sir, let us talk of something plea- 
santer." 

" We will speak then," continued Mr. Bernard^ 
'* of the nun who is truly rich. It is she who desires 
nothing, for then she may be said to possess all 
things, who having renounced all earthly possessions^ 
and denied herself every remembrance of them, has 
attained to the third degree of holy poverty, which 
is, to keep the. heart disengaged from the best and 



* 
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holiest things, that nothing created may cause 
infidelity to the Creator." 

*« These three degrees of advance to perfection,*' 
said Geraldine, " are contained equally, I conclude, 
in the other religious vows. We first devote our 
person and personal possessions ; next our memory 
and will ; lastly, our heart and the higher faculties 
of the mind." 

*^ My dear," said the Baroness, " you cannot say 
that the heart is the last thing given in your case, for 
was it not the heart which first made the oiTering ?" 

" Yes, Baroness ! the heart made the ^first oner- 
ing — but of what ? Of everything but itself. It was 
very liberal in that which distressed it not. It said, 
" Take, O Lord, my fortune, for I love it not ; take 
from me the luxuries of life, for I despise them ; take 
away all acquaintances, and social amusements, for 
I am wearied of them. Take, at the same time, all 
fond remembrance of these former pursuits and 
pleasures, and to ensure this, take all my intellectual 
associates into thy holy service — memory, will, un- 
derstanding ; for I am queen, and I command them 
to be thine.' God then says, * Give me thyself 
wholly ; and as thou sayest, all these thy subjects 
must be mine.' The heart then tries to sprint to 
God, and finding a number of hidden guests which 
weigh it down, mourns to perceive, that although 
the first to make the offering, it is the last to become 
a perfect holocaust. 

** It seems to me," continued Geraldine, " that if 
either of the three religious vows were fulfilled in 
perfection, the other two must necessarily be so 
likewise; for the heart that is truly *poor,' possesses 
God alone ; the heart that is truly ' chaste,' admits 
God alone ; and the heart that is truly < obedient,' 
listens to God alone." 

" My dear," said the Baroness, " you will have 

n* 
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to obey some virago ; so don't talk of obeying God 
alone." 

" Lady De Grey means," said Mr. Bernard^ 
"thai whatever may be the commands of her mother- 
superior, she will listen as to the voicie of God." 

" Without hearing the whispers,** added Geral- 
dine, "of the will and understanding." 

" Ah, the understanding T' said Mr. Bernard, 
f* there is the difficulty — for it is seldom disposed to 
submit ; and I rather suspect. Lady De Grey, that 
in your interior dominions, if the heart be queen, the 
understanding is king." 

" And the will prime-minister?" added she, smiling. 

" I did not say that," returned he, also smiling. 
" But what post in your dominions do you give to 
the other faculty of the mind, memory?" 

" Oh, memory is the old queen-dowager, who 
would fain prattle of bye-gone days, were she per- 
mitted, but she has lately been amused into silence 
by a little winnowing machine, with which she se- 
parates from the queen's jewels the tinselled dust 
and chaff which has accumulated." 

"As for my world within," cried the Baroness, 
" the king never had more than the crown matri- 
monial, and even then he was henpecked. But to 
leave all this pretty poetical view of things, my dear 
ma'am, and to come to my confessions, in plain prose, 
I never was, am not, and never will be, obedient, 
therefore I can't be a nun you see. Liberty is to 
me as the air I breathe 1" 

" But if that be your only objection, Baroness," 

said Mr. Bernard, smiling, " I will impart to you a 

wonderful secret, by which a nun can follow her 

own will all her life lon^, and yet attain perfection." 

' " Come sir, tell me this moment." 

" She takes her superior's will, makes it her own, 
and thus accomplishes, without pain or difficulty, all 
that obedience requires.'^ 
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" None of your Jesuitical conundrums for me, sir. 
Two persons can never have the same will." 

" Yes they can, Baroness, by the help of God : 
but this wonderful secret is discovered only by those 
to whom he has given the grace of a vocation to 
the religious life." 

At this moment the Baroness's maid entered the 
room with a long flaring tallow-candle, to light her 
lady to bed. 

" What ! Mrs. Kay, am I to go to bed before my 
company have left me ?" 

" As you please, my lady." 

" Well, I don't please to leave Lady De Grey." 

But the old lady was at length persuaded to go 
to bed, on the promise that Geraldine would visit 
her when there, and join in the litany, which her 
maid repeated, and she responded to, every night, 
"for a happy death." Nothing could exceed the 
devotion with which the Baroness repeated the 
lyords " Merciful Jesus have mercy on me ;" and 
moved to a warmer feeling of regard and respect 
than she had yet entertained, our heroine, at the 
close of the litany, besought her blessing, and re- 
tirQd, just as her carriage was announced below. 



X 
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CHAPTER XV. 

Ah ! torture not the fluttering heart 
By lingeiing &reweU. 

" I CAN wait no longer," said Geraldine on the 
following morning, as a light double rap was heard 
at the hall door ; " I begin to feel either a presenti- 
ment or nervous apprehension of being altogether 
detained; and if my future sisters arrive not by their 
own appointment, I shall linger here no more." As 
the footsteps approached, her heart beat, add a sick- 
ening dread overcame her, as she turned expecting 
to see her father; but the visitor was Mr. Everard. 
His step, — so unlike his usual fapid tread, that she 
had mistaken it for that of General Carrington, — 
bespoke the dejection of his heart. He took Geral- 
dine's offered hand, and continued to hold it, as he 
sat beside her in silence : at length releasing it with 
a slight movement of irritation, he said^ " I have 
lived too long.*' 

" Ah no !" cried Geraldine, moved bv the afflic- 
tion of this old and faithful friend; and she hastened 
to console him for her loss, by a picture of the hap- 

Einess she would enjoy, and by the promise to nurse 
im on his dying bed, should life and health be 
granted her; but Mr. Everard not only grieved for 
her loss, but ^as vexed that ishe could not remain a 
quiet rational Catholic, enjoying the many blessings 
God had given her, and dispensing good to all around 
her, as the widow of him wt\ose noble name she 
bore ; and the m9re he spoke, the more irritated he 
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became, so that at length telling her he had no 
patience with her folly, and that his heart was 
breaking, he sank into silence, which Geraldine knew 
not how to break. She continued therefore to sit 
by this attached and beloved old friend, in silence 
like his own. He had not changed, but thej could 
no longer sympathize, for she had been led by the 
grace of God beyond his spiritual experience, and 
he looked on her as on a dreamer. Still he sighed, 
for her dreams, he admitted, gave her a joy which 
he fain would have shared. Geraldine also ponder- 
ed, and she also sighed, but her sigh was not for 
herself, and to the sigh succeeded a bright and 
grateful smile as she looked up to her future home. 
The presence of Mr. Everard reminded her of 
those who had been deputed by God to aid her in 
her path towards Him, without any consciousness, 
on their part, that they were to work only for a 
limited time. Her uncles had each in her childhood 
assisted her religious attainment. The Warden by 
theological instructions, the humble vicar by the 
living sermons of his example. Her first governess 
had, with the Warden, impressed her with a deep 
sense of the respect due to the visible Church ; her 
last governess, with her uncle Edmund, of the life 
hidden with Christ in God. When she began to feel 
that each principle might assist instead of opposing 
the other, and to perceive that they were parts taken 
from a whole, Mr. Everard assisted her to enter the 
Catholic Church, and she was then given, and she 
truly believed by the same guiding hand, to Sir 
Eustace De Grey. Geraldine in this retrospect ac- 
knowledged that she was not, at the time of her con- 
version, sufficiently matured in Catholicity, to have 
embraced the religious state ; for although she pos- 
sessed more knowledge than many of its children of 
the vast treasures of the Church, it required the con- 
stant example of one congenial to her» for the prac- 
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tical working of Catholic truth to be received by- 
such a high-spirited and fondly indulged creature as 
Geraldine Carrington. But Eustace De Grey had 
well fulfilled the part assigned him ; and then» his 
task accomplished, he too had been withdrawn, and 
his cherished pupil left to encounter the solitudes of 
the religious life. She was again lost in wonder, 
love, and praise 1 The long silence was at length 
broken by Mr. Everard's giving fresh vent to his 
disappointment, that, on becoming a Catholic, she 
had not filled that post which he esteemed so use- 
ful, so essential, for the mutual good understanding 
of both parties, — that of a moderate liberal Catholic, 
for the conciliation of Protestants 

"Mr. Everard," said Geraldine; smiling, "I do 
npt consider the conciliation of Protestants to be 
mv primary duty. / Truly grateful shall I be, if in 
following the dictates of my conscience, I soothe 
instead of alienating the devout of that body, but 
never bv the grace of God will I take any step, or 
be withneld from taking it, by that sole motive. 
'Explanation, not concession,' was Eustace De 
Grey's motto; and like him, I am ever ready to 
give the former, however wearied by the repetition 
of questions, which for three hundred years have 
been answered." 

" Well !" sighed Mr. Everard, " we must all save 
our souls in the manner our conscience dictates, 
and certainly if you insist on being a nun, you 
could not have chosen an order less objectionable. 
The order of our Lady of M^rcy should not be 
termed a new order, for it is very ancient, and has 
never become obsolete. The duties only have 
varied with the necessities of the times. When it 
was founded by James the First, of Arragon, in 
consequence of a vow made during captivity, the 
brothers, in addition to the usual vows, took that of 
redeeming captives, and the heroic deeds of those 



A TALE OF CONSCISNCK. / 208 

holy men, must inspire respect amongst Protestants 
as well as Catholics. In the present day, the Bro- 
thers of Mercy, who are mostly settled in Germany, 
attend prisons, hospitals, amd poor schools; perform- 
ing the same good workd as Les Sasurs Grises, and 
the Sisters of Charity. I am well pleased that a 
female community. should bear the sweet name of 
Mercy, which I am surprised should not have been 
the case long ere this.*' 

" There is in Rome," said Geraldine, " a female 
community, entitled 'Le Sorelledella Misericordia.' 
I went with the Contessa to visit their convent, or, 
as it is always termed in Italy, their monastery ; 
and also saw their hospital, with which I was de- 
lighted ; and just such a hospital, where within the 
enclosure the side and dying are watched day and 
night by the appointed sisters, I trust to see erected 
with the convent, in the gneat court of the abbey 
ruin." 

" But why," said Mr. Everard, " can you not be 
satisfied to be a benefactress to this order, and yet 
keep your usual habits of life ? for let me tell you, 
that all the sensible rational Catholics, are as much, 
if not more annoyed, than your Protestant friends, 
by the imprudent ardour of your conduct. * Why,' 
say they, * can she not remain in the same position 
of life she filled, before she embraced Catholicity ? 
Why is she to rush on to a state not required by the 
Church, and strengthen the notion which Protestants 
entertain, that we are always in the clouds, and are 
never guided by common-sense in anything V " 

" My dear friend," said Geraldine, " I trust, by 
the grace of God, to -act more generously towards 
Him, than your timid or tepid Catholic critics would 
have done. In fact, had I listened to the worldly- 
wise counsels I have received during my Catholic 
life, I should not only have resisted the grace df 
God, but greatly disedified my pious Protestant 
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friends, who though holding an incomplete religion^ 
are faithful to their belief, and justly expect to see^ 
in Catholics, the same fidelity to their more perfect 
faith. I am quite aware, that guided by human 
feeling, I might better remain the lady of rank and 
wealth in the world, but how then could I venture 
to petition, in the Litany common to both Protestant 
and Catholic, * From the neglect of thy holy inspi- 
rations, O Lord ! deliver us ?" 

Geraldine began to feel these well-meant but 
ineffectual counsels very trying; her head ached 
intensely, and the nervous apprehension of being 
detained in London, until her father should arrive, 
increased her distress. Every carriage that passed 
on that side of the square, she feared might be his 
travelling equipage; and, when at length, a carriage 
did stop, and a knock was given, she started up, and 
uttering a hasty " God bless you," to Mr. Everard, 
took flight ; not to her own apartment, but to one 
of those prepared for the companions of her journey 

to . While listening in apprehension for the 

sound of the loved and dreaded voice of the Gene- 
ral, she was inexpressibly relieved to find, that the 
newly-arrived were the future occupants of the 
rooms, and she hastened to give them welconie, 
Mr. Everard having hastily departed. One of these 
was a lady, who, from her early childhood, had 
desired to consecrate herself to God in the religious 
life, and whose pure and fervent piety had already 
inspired our heroine with sincere respect and affec- 
tion. The other, like herself, a convert, had been 
till now personally a stranger, but many sympathies 
bound their hearts together, and she felt the tie of 
religious sisterhood already binding them in perma- 
nent attachment. 

Early on the following morning, the little band 
of aspirants to the veil, in which Jane Saunders 
was included, started from the metropolis to the 
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sea-port town, whence the packet sailed. After the 
parting from her loved Isabel, Geraldine's heart 
became lighter every mile they travelled, yet she 
could not entirely divest herself of the apprehension, 
that before she could get on board, some one would 
be lying in wait to prevent her. It was late at 
night when they arrived at the chosen hotel in — , 
but the. steam-packet was not to start till the after- 
noon of the following day, which enabled them to 
rest in peace till the hour for mass, which they 
attended in a little chapel, not far from the hotel. 
Here Geraldine and her companions prepared to 
ofier up the holy sacrifice and communion, for all 
strengthening grace and protection during the pas- 
sage, and for blessings on the land they were about 
to leave. Geraldine's previous agitation was now 
calmed, but she felt her spirits subdued and weak, 
and was comforted after waiting for some time, to 
see the priest enter the sanctuary, who, before he 
commenced the mass, turned round to the congre- 
gation with a written paper, and read, " Your 
prayers are humbly requested for the repose of the 
soul of the Lady Winef ride Blount, who departed 
this life on the second instant. May her soul, and 
the souls of all the faithful departed, through the 
mercy of God, rest in peace." 

Where can the heart better know of earthly 
bereavement than before the altar of God ? The 
shock was great, but consolation abounded, and 
Geraldine earnestly besought that all the spiritual 
benefit derived from the Holy Sacrifice and Con(l- 
munion, might be shared by the precious soul of 
her much honoured and beloved friend, and was 
given grace to feeUat the conclusion of the service, 
strength and freedom of heart, as this almost last 
tie to earth had chansed its position without weak- 
ening its stnength, and had aaded one more to those 
which sweetly bound her to heaven. 

VOL. III. — '18 
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A large sealed packet of letters and papers 
awaited Greraldine^s return to the hotel, renewing 
her apprehensions of detention, when she saw the 
handwriting of General Carrington, and was told, 
that the gentleman who brought it had been twice 
to see her the preceding evening, and again that 
morning. She now, by fervent aspirations, en- 
deavoured to obtain strength and calm of mind, 
should her father, as she concluded he would, re- 
turn thither, or else seek her on board the vessel; 
and without venturing to open the envelope, con- 
tinued alternately to watch the door and the time- 
piece, when her expected visitor arrived, and proved 
to be once more Don Carlos. 

The relief of seeing any one but her father, was 
so great, that GeraJdine was scarcely troubled or 
disquieted by his presence. He brought fresh pe- 
titions from his sister, in addition to the letters, of 
which he was the bearer, and the assurance that to 
bear she had changed her mind, would cause the 
greatest joy to all. 

" And, I have farther desired to speak to you, 
madam," continued Don Carlos, " to atone for the 
warmth and consequent injustice, with which, at 
my last interview, I mentioned General Carrington. 
He has been a benefactor to my family during 
times of bitter calamity and adversity. As a pro- 
tector, more than as a lover, he gave a honae to 
Beatrice, and his marriage with a daughter of the 
house of Mendoza, was concealed from the liberal 
party, that, by seeming neutral, he might the more 
befriend us. The prolonged secrecy, however, of 
after-years, must have been for your sake, Senora." 

** For my sake !" repeated Geraldine. 

"Yes: for greatly as he is now attached to 
Beatrice, he has always spoken of the cruelty of 
making any change in your fortune and prospects, 
before such an alliance as he concluded you would 
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form, should take place. And now, madam, al- 
though I had determined not to intrude any mention 
of myself that could pain you during this last earthl}r 
interview, I will venture to ask for congratulations 
on the only subject which can possess for you suf- 
ficient interest — I am, by the grace of God, like 
yourself, about to enter a religious order." 

** Thank God !" exclaimed our heroine, with an 
expression of such true sympathy and regard, that 
Don Carlos was repaid for all his anxiety and pain 
on her account 

"I have, during some years," continued he, 
" turned my thoughts towards ihe step I am now 
about to take, but your unexpected widowhood 
aroused feelings I had supposed conquered. Now 
I am cured by a far less painful stroke; I cannot 
dare to be the rival of my God ; I yiejd every wish 
— every claim — I seek only to emulate your coura- 
geous exampte, and still in the world, though dead 
to it, to become one of the Society of Jesus." 

Geraldine found herself at length on the deck of 
the packet with her companions, aftiidst all the 
clamour and hurry of departure. She held the 
letters from her father unopened in her hand ; but 
the last interview with Don Carlos had brought 
such unexpected peace, that she no longer dreaded 
their contents, and before the vessel was lost to the 
sight of him who still watched its progress from the 

pier of , she had become acquainted with the 

interesting details of the history already sketched 
to her. The agitation of the past fortnight, how- 
ever, and the fatigue of rapid travelling, made her 
little able to bear the rough sea into which they 
now entered, and she was taken to the cabin with 
her head so confused and aching, that no thought 
or wish was distinct, save that of finding the shelter 
and peace of a convent. 
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CHAPTER XVI. 

Hark, the yesper bell is stealing 

O'er the waters soft and clear, 
Nearer yet, and nearer pealing, 

Now it bursts upon the ear. 

Jubilate, Amen. Moomx. 

Aftj^r a Stormy and tedious passage, it was 

sweet repose to enter the lovely harbour of , 

and glide between its verdant coasts into the city. 
At an accustomed landing-place, the vessel had 
stopped to put some of the passengers on shore, and 
one gentleman had come thence on deck inquiring 
for the English party, and introducing himself to 
them as one of the chaplains of the Catholic bishop 
of the city. An Irish welcome beamed in his 
benevolent countenance, and during the few miles 
which remained before they reached the quay, he 
became the protecting friend to all. It was just 
five o'clock, the vesper hour in the order of Mercy, 
when they landed, but the service was over by the 
time the travellers had walked thither. Their 
reverend guide rang at the great door of the con- 
vent, and it was soon opened by a lay sister, whose 
countenance told them they were expected. Behind 
her appeared a young novice, who, after a hasty 
glance, flitted from them, apparently to give notice 
of their arrival ; for before they had all crossed the 
threshold, the door of the community room was 
thrown open, and the mother-superior, and several 
of the professed nuns, advanced to meet their new 
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sisters. Geraldine was too full of emotion to speak, 
but this emotion was of so happy a kind, that it 
shone in her countenance, and supplied the place of 
words. To find herself once rpore surrounded by- 
religious, and, after all her struggles, doubts, and 
difficulties, to be amongst them as an aspirant to 
the same blessed life, was a thought so exquisite, 
that her soul seemed suspended from earth in fore- 
taste of its union with her God, and the soft voices 
of the sisters came as from a distance to her ear. 
Amongst them mingled tones which told of Scot- 
land, and with a momentary hope, which reason 
soon told her was delusion, she thought of Katha- 
rine Graham. The voice was that of sister Mar- 
garet, a high-born, but humble-minded Scotch lady, 
who had been several years professed in thi§ order. 
Geraldine at length looked round on the community: 
amongst the professed she could at first distinguish 
no one from the other. She inquired which was 
the mother-superior, and as she was only answered 
by smiles, fixed on the apparently eldest, but this 
sister, smilingly, assured her, that she was only 
" Sister Mary Placida," adding, as she bowed to a 
younger nun who stood near her, << this is our reve- 
rend mother." 

Greraldine looked at the thoughtful holy counten- 
ance of her mother in religion, and, raising her hand 
to her lips, said, " I trust to prove myself your duti- 
ful child.'' 

The English sisters were then taken to see the 
chapel and choir, their cells, and the novices' 
apartments, in which they were to become as little 
children. After taking some refreshment in the 
refectory, they returned to the community room, 
except Geraldine, who stole back into the choir, and 
thence into the chapel. The deepenii[)g twilight 
threw all into shadow, save where the everburning 
lamp shed its soft light around the tabernacle. ThQ 

18* 
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sacrifCan was occopied in arrammg the altar for 
the morrow, but in a siiort time sube wilUrew, and 
first looking aronndy to be secure from wmj living 
witness, oor eratefd GeraMine threw harself proa- 
trate before £e altar. ** O Jesos I" cried she» *« my 
Gody and mv all, behold me thine for ever ! Re- 
ceive mj whole being, my will, my onderstanding, 
and all the powers of my soul and spirit. Thou 
gavest them, and to thee I devote them, — to thee 
who hast chosen me to dwell beneath the roof, 
where thou thyself dost dwell. O let me retire, in 
spirit as in form, for ever from the world, and take 
thy hidden life for the rule and copy of mine. Give 
me grace to honour thy silence, on our akar, by a 
constant spirit of holy recollection and prayer, — 
thy poverty, obedience, and adorable sanctity, by 
detachment from all things. Above all ! O loving 
bread of eternal life ; remove all obstacles to my 
frequently and worthily receiving thee ; and grant 
me so tender a devotion to this holy mystery, that I 
may live in thee and thou in me, for ever I" As 
Geraldine thus prayed, the bell sounded the five 
minutes' warning before the service of matins and 
lauds in the choir, which in this order are said 
over-ni^ht, and she returned to the stall she had 
been told was for her, and remained there until the 
community, including her English sisters, assembled. 
To her great satisfaction, Jane, although to be a 
lay-sister, was admitted, whose rosy dimpled face 
shone with delight. 

What blessed peace reigned in the heart of Geral- 
dine, as she watched each veiled form enter, and 
make the genuflection at the grating of the choir, 
before taking her place noiselessly; every movement 

E roving her recollection of the presence of her 
eavenly spouse. Six o'clock then struck, and the 
Angelus, with the double-toll of this order, sounded 
from the convent bell, bidding welcome to the new 
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danglers of the blessed Mary, who joined their 
iroices in the angelic salutation, while their hearts 
added, '< The mercies of my God will I sing for 
ever !" 

On leaving the choir, the English sisters were 
informed the bishop had arrived to see them, and 
'With equal surprise and pleasure they heard then»- 
selves greeted by this benevolent and venerable 
prelate. Had they before felt in '^ a strange land," 
his welcome would have reassured them ; but 
warm-hearted Ireland can prove a strange land to 
no one who possesses a heart to respond to kind- 
ness. 

It was some weeks before the new postulants were 
required to keep strictly the rules of the noviceship ; 
and in this time they had become familiarized to the 
routine of the day, the times and places of strict 
silence, the different forms to be observed, and the 
duties of the choir. They had also been taken 
severally with the sisters to the public institutions 
for the sick, and to the private dwellings of the 
poor — more as a recreation than a duly, and every- 
thing was carefully avoided that could hurry or 
oppress the '< infant band ;" for such, in convent 
life, they were. 

As the time approached, so anxiously expected, 
when our heroine and her companions were to be 
publicly received as novices, the former, who had 
expected to feel only joy, found an annoyance in 
her path which troubled her the more, as she bad 
sincerely desired to resign her will, on crossing the 
threshold of the convent. This attack of self-will, 
which we record, because it was the last, was on 
the subject of the secular attire in which the candi- 
^ date for the religious garb is always expected to 
appear on the day of her clothing, and to which 
Geraldine's heart for awhile refused to submit. Not 
only had she laid her long tresses in the tomb of 
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ber earthly love, but, before leaving the Hall, she 
had given to her young cousins and their mother 
the ornaments and wardrobe which had become 
useless to her ; and to think or speak again on the 
subject of dress was most irksome to her. She 
listened, however, to the representations made to 
her, and owned, on reflection, how much there was 
of human feeling in wishing to retain her mourn* 
ing garb, and how singular and ostentatious it would 
be to appear thus, when surrounded by her sister* 
candidates ; and having thus conquered herself on 
this point, she kept to her resolution of yielding 
entirely to the nun appointed to superintend the 
toilette of the postulants, even should she bespangle 
her like Columbine. 

There was, however, no reason to dread this 
result from the simple and elegant taste of sister 
Josephine, whose arrangements proceeded without 
farther molestation, that they might be completed 
before the distant preparation for the ceremony of 
reception, which begins a month previously, by 
spiritual lecture in the noviceship appropriate to the 
event, accompanied by pious exhortations and 
encouragements on the part of the mistress. Mother 
Juliana fulfilled her duty on this, as on every other 
occasion, with the calm simplicity which marked 
her character. She believed herself far less fit than 
many of her sisters for the important post assigned 
her, but being there by the appointment of her 
superiors, she permitted nothing to discourage or 
elate her; and no one could perceive, by word or 
look, that any internal struggle had been requisite 
to overcome her natural feelings of diffidence and 
repugnance to the work assigned her. Gerakline, 
on her side, came to the noviceship with equal 
simplicity, being well aware, that in the religious 
life, she had yet much to learn. She was not 
wearied by the repetition of the same warnings and 
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encouragement, remembering the words of St 
Paul, — *< To repeat the same things unto you, to me 
indeed it is not grievous, and for you it is safe ;'' 
and reflecting, that if this hishly favoured apostle, 
ivho, in the revelation given nim, had abundance of 
material for the spiritual entertainment of his hear- 
ers, thought it more profitable for them to hear the 
oft-repeated injunctions to a holy life, — well might 
she desire for herself the same course to be pursued. 

On entering the convent, she had taken the infancy 
of Jesus, as the mystery on which her mind should, 
ponder and her heart delight : there, to find inex- 
haustible sources for example, encouragement, and 
reward, in the life immediately before her. in 
remembrance, and in honour of the Deity, who 
became a silent infant, Geraldine was silent: remem- 
bering and knowing His obedience, she was obedient 
in heart as in deed : and the precious secrets of the 
hidden life, which she had already deeply studied 
and accepted, she now willingly heard as if for the 
first time : for how could her heart refuse the repe- 
tition of instructions on subjects which had become* 
through the contemplation of the infancy of Jesus, 
the food of her spiritual being ? 

It was just at this time that our heroine was in-* 
vited by the mother-superior to pass half an hour 
with her, during the few days of severe indisposition 
which had attacked the mistress of the novices. 
This invitation was not intended as a command ; but 
^he slightest intimation of the superioress's wishes 
was sufficient for Geraldine, and she well knew that 
these short periods of spiritual converse would be 
among the most profitable of the day. And thus it 
proved ; for not only was it beneficial to her mind 
to give utterance to the thoughts which had accu- 
inulated during the day, but she at length won from 
Ae mother-superior more of confidential advice, and 
gained a greater insight into that holy soul, thau she 
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had yet been privileged to obtain ; for in these con- 
fek*ences Geraldine's whole soul was opened, and 
few could have withheld their own. 

One evening that our heroine had taken her usual 
kneeling posture by the reverend mother, and had 
placed her clasped hands in hers, the mother-superior 
bade her give God thanks for the grace of religious 
submission and obedience. " Your mistress," said 
she, " reports well of your docility and meekness 
hitherto ; and although you' have as yet had no trials, 
she argues well from your whole deportment. You 
well know, dear sister, that to obtain and preserve 
the grace of religious obedience, the precursive 
grace of humility is essential. Without this virtue 
be deeply and firmly rooted in the heart, the sweet- 
est and most ready obedience will fail in the hour of 
trial." 

" And therefore I cannot depend on mine," said 
our heroine ; " for I am very far from possessing 
humility." 

" It is the humble who feel most the want of per- 
fect humility," said the mother-superior ; "others are 
ever in a state of self-defence." 

" I fear," said Geraldine, " lo have unconsciously 
deceived Mother Juliana, by a compKance and sua- 
vity which results only from my sense of the fitness 
of things relative to her .position and mine. She, a 
professed nun, of several years' standing, holding a 

{»ost of great trust and importance in her convent ; 
, not yet even a novice, with all my religious career 
before me, and its virtues known only in theory. 
How can I avoid paying her a respectful deference 
end obedience ?" 

" And what is humility," said the mother-superior, 
** but a just view of others and of ourselves, or what 
you term a * sense of the fitness of things,' from a 
consideration of their relative position. You and 
your sister postulants are the last in this religious 
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house, and you feel it to be so; are not disturbed at 
it ; but willing to look up to all, as your superiors 
in tbe religious life. , Is not this humility ?" 

** I think It is my judgment that is convinced," 
said G^eraldine ; " my sense of justice, of truth. I 
am in a humble position ; and as I am contented 
with it, I may seem to be humble ; but supposing I 
were in Mother Juliana's place, and she in mine, I 
should, from the same love of justice and truth, es- 
teem myself no longer Jhe last in the house ; and I 
have been thinking," continued she, '< that the great- 
est obstacle to humility is the love of truth." 

" Oh ! no," cried the mother-superior, " all the 
virtues must harmonize, and not embarrass each 
other.' 

" Yes," said Geraldine, " all the attributes of 
God must harmonize, to constitute perfection ; but 
as there are some attributes of God not given to the 
imitation of man, such as His omnipotence, omni- 
presence, &c., so there are virtues which belong to 
man alone, such as gratitude, contrition, holy £ar, 
humility; and inasmuch as justice and truth are at- 
tributes of God, and humility is not, so whenever 
truth and humility 'clash, truth, being the essence of 
the Divinity, lAust pipevail." 

" You are getting very metaphysical," said the 
mother-superior ; " but I think that you will find your 
difficulties removed, by considering that we are re- 
quired to think humbly of ourselves, but not of the 
office we hold, — we tRen preserve perfect truth; for 
the more highly we esteem the post of trust and au- 
thority we hold in the house of God, the more we 
must feel our incompetency to fill it. This is well 
proved in Mother Juliana. There is no one more 
exact, nay, even scrupulously so, in requiring that 
all respect shall be paid to the important office she 
holds, and at the same time no one who humbles 
herself more before God and her superior, for what 
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she deems the imperfect manner in which she up- 
holds and fulfils the duties of her charge." As the 
mother-superior gave this testinrony to the humble 
fidelity of the mistress of novices, the still weightier 
charge she herself held was in her mind ; and, as 
she patised and sighed, the tears rose to her eyes. 

GeraWine looked on that youthful brow, where 
thought and care were thus early stamped, though 
not so much so as to destroy the placid and confiding 
expression giyen by heaven. She then thought of 
the contrast which that countenance presented when 
at recreation among the novices, over whom she 
only held a distant and rarely enforced authority, 
and amongst whom she was once more the happy 
sister. 

Geraldine pressed her hand in silence, and hoped 
she would speak of herself; but she did not, through 
humility, which was indeed profound. At length 
she said — " A sister should neither seek nor shrink 
from responsibility. If a charge be given her by her 
superiors, she should take it as coming from God, 
and seek in it His honour and glory alone. What- 
ever mistakes she might commit in the discharge of 
this trust, she should humble herself for them, but 
not suffer these mere errors of judgment to cause 
disquietude, when conscious of having had a pure 
motive." 

•* Whatever merit I may have hereafter in obey- 
ing my mistress of novices," said our heroine, as 
she gave welcome to the mother-superior at her next 
little conference, " I shall have none in obeying my 
reverend niother ; for I find in it not only no efifort, 
but sweet comfort." 

" I perceive that you do," said the superioress, 
*' and it was for this I bade you bless God, who has 
thus early bestowed on you the grace of religious 
obedience." 

" I have been considering since yesterday," said 
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6eraldine» "that obedience is but a conditional 
virtue." 

" What mean you by that T" 

*' I term that virtue conditional/' said Geraldioe, 
** M^hich requires a clause, and which in certain 
cases would cease to be a virtue. The virtue of 
obedience requires the clause of ' in all that is not 
sin/ when exercised towards man. To make 
obedience, then, a positive virtue, it must be, as in 
the religious state, the effect of self-renouncement ; 
and for the promotion of God's glory in the peace 
and order it must produce in the houses devoted to 
His service." 

" It is God you obey, in obeying your superior, as 
you already know and feel," said the superioress. 

" It is that," said Geraldine, " that will make me 
even willingly yield my understanding, that precious 
gift of God, and of which no human being can 
deprive me. The submission of the will was never 
difficult to me, even towards those who have no 
claim to it ; for I like to see people happy in their 
own way, and I care not for times, and seasons, and 
external acts. The submission of the understanding 
also, is not difficult in matters which do not affect 
the moral principle ; but then, to curb the freedom 
of this inward world — to touch the balance of justice 
there poising — to bid the weights mount up,and the 
empty scale descend — the hand and voice must be 
consecrated by GodSs delegated power !" 

" You have now read all our holy rules," replied 
the mother-superior, " which I am bound to enforce ; 
your mind, therefore, may be perfectly at rest 
respecting the ' moral principle.' This rule is next 
to the Gk)spel in our regard. It would be impossible 
for any superior to enforce it, and yet infringe on 
God's commandments, for His holy spirit breathes 
through every part of it ; and» as I have heard yon 
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say» it might have been written by St John, so 
lovely is the charity it prescribes, and the peace 
which pervacjies the whole. Were it possible for 
any one tp command you to do or say anything 
obviously contrary to this our rule, you would not 
be bound to obev." 

*• I am satisfied," said Geraldine : " the holy rule 
of this order is a summary of Christian doctrine, 
and a commentary on the beatitudes. In perform- 
ing it I must fulfil the adorable will of God ; and 
blessed, therefore, for ever be the vow of obedience 
which will insure this. No one can live in greater 
peace than she who, after due consideration of every 
part of the life proposed to her, accepts it, as com- 
prising all that can best nourish and conduct her 
soul to God ; and then resigns herself entirely to it, 
without care, without solicitude, without a thought 
of self-guidance or opinion. This obedience, which 
is called ' blind,' can scarcely be so termed, unless 
it be the voluntary blindness of one who, having 
first ascertained that the road he is about to take 
leads to his desired home, resigns himself in sleep to 
his guide, without waking to look at evqry sign-post 
or mile-stone on the way." 

" The obedience due to thosq who hold the high- 
er offices, must be likewise rendered by the novice, 
to all who may be appointed to direct her," said the 
superioress; "but a humble and sincere spirit of 
obedience will make this likewise easy to you." 

" If there be a race of beings for whom I feel 
commiseration," said Geraldine, '' it is those in sub- 
ordinate office ; those who hold delegated authority. 
I speak of the world, for I expect not to find in a 
regular convent any caprice, jealousvy or cruel 
cowardice, from the higher powers, which would 
lead them, in times of danger to themselves, to desert 
those who act under them. Such was the faithless 
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Charles to StrafTord. In convent government it 
appears to me, there should be as implicit obedience 
rendered to the one appointed by the mother-superior 
as to herself, for in disobeying the delegate I should 
disobey the principal, as in disobeying the principal 
I should disobey God. But in this obedience, which, 
I trusty you will find me invariably pay to every 
sister appointed over me, there is no humility : it 
will only result, as I before said, from my sense 
of what is just and rational, and the course to 
be pursued by every one possessed of common- 
sense." 

" You are determined," said the mother-superior, 
smiling, " to resist all vain glory." 

** But just imagine, dear reverend mother, the 
unfortunate delegate, who whether sacristan, infirm- 
arian, or whatever post she held, should find me 
independent of every command but your's." 

" Indeed she would be an object for my sincere 
commiseration," said the mother-superior; '* but as 
you justly observe, such a position of affairs would 
never be permitted in a convent, where the principle 
of obedience, to be consistent, must pervade every 
rank. In our visitation of the sick this humble sub* 
mission is very essential. All must be calm, and 
sweet, and edifying, in the manner of the sisters 
when they leave the enclosure ; and to ensure this, 
the wishes of the elder sister must be law to the 
younger." 

Geraldine thought of, and repeated that part of 
the rule which related to the deportment of the 
sisters, and to the feeling which would ensure it : 

** Two sisters shall always go out together : the 
greatest caution and gravity must be observed pass- 
ing through the streets : walking neither in slow nor 
hurried pace, not stopping to converse, nor saluting 
those whom they meet, keeping close without lean-* 
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ing, preserving recollection of mind, and going for- 
ward as if they expected tb see their divine Redeem- 
er in each poor habitation, since he has said, ' Where 
two or three are gathered together in my name, 
there am I.' " 



A TALK OF C0N8CIBMCK. 281 



CHAPTER XVII. 

** Hail lolitude ! how sweet thy shade, 
For holy contemplation made/' 
Here wUl I sit, to peace consigned. 
And leave a troubled world behind ; 
Till angels waft me hence, to rest 
In Paradise among the blest ; 
With hermits, there to taste of bliss. 
Who walked with God, in shades like this. 

Oni BT Jones of Natland. 

With grateful heart Geraldine saw arrive the eve 
of the spiritual retreat, which commences eight days 
previously to the reception of novices, and terminates 
after mass and communion on the morning of the 
ceremony. After she and her sister recluses had 
received the parting blessing from the mother-supe- 
rior, and from the cotnmunity their sisterly kiss and 
promise of prayers, they went immediately to the 
choir, to read the meditation proper for that night in 
presence of the blessed sacrament. Here Geraldine 
raised her heart in thanksgiving for the blessed 
prospect before her. She was on the eye of her 
spiritual journey into the desert, and already did 
she enter into the rapture which her soul was about 
to enjoy. She had, indeed, with the psalmist, long- 
ed for the time when, alone with God, apart from 
creatures, and all human sources of refreshment 
dried up in her heart, the dew of divine grace from 
the sanctuary might refresh her spirit to behold his 
power and glory. She had watched for her divine 
spouse from the dawn of day — her soul had thirsted 
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after him. O, by how many titles did her whole 
being belong to him, and now her soul was replenish- 
ed with his benediction, and filled with rapturous 
{*oy ! Never since the spiritual favours bestowed on 
ler previous to her widowhood, had Geraldine 
received such abundant graces. She began the 
points of her meditation, but her mind grasped at 
once all that could be written, and her heart requir- 
ed no stimulus. " My beloved to me, and I to him!'^ 
all was comprised in this union of the creature with 
her Creator — the redeemed and her Redeemer, the 
sanctified and the sanctifier, the penitent in re- 
newed innocence, and the God of all purity and 
love. 

Geraldine entered her cell, and its very walls 
seemed strengthened in peace. " O, whence is this 
to meV' cried she, sinking on her knees, " that thou, 
my God, shouldst visit me with such abundant 
mercy? Well do I know, that in an instant all can 
be withdrawn, and I be left a trembling, desolate 
creature. All this is thy free gift, therefore will I 
praise, and bless, and love thee with all my being." 

Thus passed the eight days of Geraldine's retreat, 
with but one exception occurring to disturb this 
holy peace. This was a return of that strong at- 
traction to the cloister, which had before induced 
her to resign this her first vocation, and which the 
spiritual consolations experienced during this retreat 
seemed to favour ; but our heroine well knew this 
to be a temptation from the enemy, and therefore 
resisted it with success, and hailed, with equal joy 
to that with which she had entered her retreat, the 
happy morning which bade her " come forth from 
the desert leaning upon heV beloved." 

Little mattered it to Geraldine that crowds were 
assembled to witness the ceremony, or that she 
was once more arrayed in bridal attire. She fell 
nothing but the presence of the blessed sacra meDt, 
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of the bishop and priests of God, and of the holy 
brethren of the religious orders, who were around 
her. Among them also stood that English priest^ 
whose feelings were the most personally interested 
in the sacred scene. 

Before the procession of religious moved towards 
the choir, headed by the cross-bearer, and singing 
the hymn " O, Gloriosa Virginum," Geraldine and 
her companions had asked, on their knees, the 
mother-superior's blessing, and her permission to 
take the names they had chosen in religion. 

The sermon was preached from the altar by the 
provincial of the Capuchin Friars, who was the 
confessor extraordinary to the convent, during 
which the postulants were seated before him ; and 
the glowing picture he drew of the religious life, 
especially that devoted to "Mercy," came with 
double effect from one whose unremitting labours, 
amongst the suffering and dying poor, were well 
known ^o all who hear.d him. At the conclusion of 
the sermon the postulants were led up the steps of 
the altar, and thus interrogated severally by, the 
bishop. 

" My child, what do you demand ?" 

Our heroine, who was the eldest, first replied, 

"The mercy of God, and the holy habit of 
religion.'* > 

" Is it with your own free will,'* said the Bishop, 
"that you demand the holy habit of religion?" 

" Yes, my lord," replied our heroine. 

" Reverend mother," said the Bishop, turning to 
the superioress, "have you made the necessary 
inquiries, and are you satisfied?" 

" Yes, my lord," replied she. 

" My child," continued the Bishop to Geraldine, 
" have you a firm intention to persevere in religion 
to the end of your life, and do you hope to have 
sufficient strength to carry constantly the sweet 
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yoke of our Lord Jesus ChrisI solely for the love 
and fear of God f 

** Relying on the mercy of Crod," replied Geral- 
dine, ** I hope to be able to do sa" 

The Bishop then said, rising from his chair, 
^ Wliat God has commenced in you may He per- 
fect May the Lord banish from you the old man 
with his works." 

To which, Geraldine having answered ^ Amen,'* 
she arose from her knees, and made way for each 
of her companions in turn. When all had replied 
to the Bishop's questions, they retired, with the 
mother-superior and assistant, to exchange their 
worldly dress for that of religion. 

While this was in progress, the assembled voices 
of the priests entoned, in solemn chant, the psalm, 
<< In exitu Israeli" and these deep impressive sounds 
were prolonged, till a female voice, floating in 
liquid sweetness, took up another strain, demanding, 
as the novices were descried slowly advancing, 
** Quae est ista,'* &c. " Who is she that cometh up 
from the desert, flowing with delights, leaning upon 
her beloved? Thou art all fair, my beloved, meek 
and beautiful. Come from Libanus, my spouse, 
come from Libanus. Come, thou shalt be crowned." 
. The novices, having returned to the altar, then 
knelt during the prayers applicable to their change 
of dress. After which, the mother-superior, re- 
ceiving the leathern cincture of the order from the 
bishop, put it on the eldest novice, while he said, 
" When thou wast younger, thou didst gird thyself, 
and didst walk where thou wouldest, but when thou 
shalt be old, another shall gird thee. In the name 
of the Father, and of the Son, and of the Holy Ghost. 
Amen." 

Geraldine then kneeling, the mother-assistant 
took off the simple veil which had merely served, 
until she should from the altar receive that which 
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vras blessed. The bishop, then holding this blessed 
veil above her head, said, " Receive the white veil, 
t6e emblem of inward purity, that thou mayest fol- 
low the Lamb without spot, and mayest walk with 
Him in white. In the name of the Father, and of 
the Son, and of the Holy Ghost. Amen." The 
mother-superior then fixed the veil, and Geraldine, 
rising, received the white choir cloak of the order 
from the bishop, and presenting it to the superioress, 
"was clothed in it, the bishop sSying, " May the Lord 
restore to thee the robe of immortality, which thou 
didst lose in the prevarication of thy first parent. 
In the name of the Father, and of the Son, and of 
the Holy Ghost. Amen." Being now clothed in 
the full habit of the order, Geraldine again knelt, 
holding her blessed taper, while the bishop, after 
sprinkling her with holy water, prayed in an audible 
^oice, extending his hands over her. 

Theresa, Emma, and little Jane, then severally 
advanced, the latter receiving from the hands of the 
bishop, the lay sister's white apron, worn under the 
cincture and beads, in badge of servitude. After 
which, turning to the altar, in the name of each 
novice, the bishop entoned the ^< Ke^num mundi," 
&c. *• The empire of the world, and all the gran- 
deur of this earth, I have despised for the love of 
our Lord Jesus Christ, whom I have seen, whom I 
have loved, in whom I have believed, and towiirds 
whom my heart inclineth." After the first sentence, 
the female vojce and full chorus alternately sang the 
rest, when the novices in unison took up the strain, 
saying, "My heart hath uttered a good word, I speak 
my works to the king. I have chosen to be an ab- 
ject in the hou^e of my Lord Jesus Christ. Glory 
be to the Father, &c." As the chorus finished the 
"Quern vidi," the novices prostrated themselves 
before the altar; the bishop, the religious sisterhood, 
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and all knelt; while^in the solemn Gregorian chant, 
was sung the " Veni Creator." 

Many holy and inspiring prayers followed ; and 
then, the mother-assistant directing the novices to 
rise, conducted them to the mother-superior, to 
whom, in succession, they knelt ; while she, raising, 
embraced them, and the sisterly kiss of peace and 
welcome now followed with all the nuns, while the 
joyous psalm was sung in full chorus, <' Ecce quam 
bonum." '< Behold how good, and how pleasant it 
is for brethren to dwell together in unity," &c.; at 
the end of which, the religious sisters retired from 
the sanctuary of the chapel, through the choir, into 
the convent, and the congratulations recommenced, 
with less form and much cheerfulness and afiec- 
tion; — the new novices, with an especial tie of 
interest, gazing on each other, and giving heartfelt 
thanks to their heavenly spouse, who had thus called 
and blessed them. 
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CHAPTER XVIII. 

Where duty went, she went : with jastice even, 
And went with meekness, charity and love 
Where'er a tear was dried : a wounded heart 
Bound up : a bruised spirit with the dew 
Of sympathy anointed : or a pang 
Of honest suffering soothed : or injury 
Repeated oft, as oft by love forgiven. — Pollock. 

Our novice, Mary Paula, was now introduced 
more fully to the external duties of her new life, and 
began to tread the lanes, alleys, and back streets of 
the city. With fresh affection, she now listened to 
that part of her holy rule, which related to '* The 
visitation of the sick ;" prepared herself ouickly, and 
went immediately to visit the Blessed Sacrament, 
to offer to her Divine Master the action she was 
about to perform, to ask from Him the graces 
necessary to preserve His glory and the salvation 
of souls. " O blessed Jesus," cried she, " for Thee 
alone I leave this enclosure, and not for any sensible 
satisfaction in the indulgence of benevolence and 
compassion. Be Thou with me, that I may indeed 
see Thy reflected image in the person of each 
aiBicted fellow-creature, and, in serving him, may 
serve Thee, who art my God, and my all." 

At first, Geraldine did not witness anything far 
exceeding that which she had seen amongst the 
Irish poor in Elverton, and nothing to equal the 

Eicture which her imagination had drawn; for, until 
er courage was known, her superior did not send 
her to the most wretched parts ; but at length, she 
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climbed ladders, crept through trap-doors, and des* 
cended into cellars, to scenes of such misery, that 
she owned to have seen nothing comparable to them. 

Being on every occasion the junior sister, her part 
was to carry the corporal relief, while her senior 
administered the spiritual, and Geraldine, a grateful 
listener to the soothing and encouragement, or to 
the devout prayers of this sister, felt, that indeed 
they were serving their divine spouse in the persons 
of his afflicted brethren. Yet all that she could de-^ 
rive of spiritual consolation from this branch of heiT 
duty, was incomplete, until she heard the announce- 
ment that she was to accompany the mother-supe-* 
rior to the county jail. 

" Sick and in prison, and you visited me," was at 
length to remove from her heart the fearful negative 
that had been added to the sentence in the convent 

of : and as Geraldine walked in the prescribed 

silence, and mentally said the Litany of our Blessed 
Lady, by the side of her who was in her confidence, 
— the united kingdoms, — nay, the whole world, 
could not have produced a happier being. 

The county jail is a magnificent building, con- 
veying no mournful exterior eflfect, and the entrance 
and outward court are much like those of a fortified 
castle: but as Geraldine followed her reverend 
mother to the inner compartments, and read on the 
iron doors, " Untried ward," " Condemned ward," 
the chain of the prisoner sounded in her heart, 
mingling with the groans of his anguish. Their 
destination that day was to the female prison, and 
Geraldine, who had heafd from her "sisters," a 
description of the state of morals and manners 
amongst the prisoners when they first visited them, 
was surprised and gratified by their orderly be- 
haviour and cordial welcome. They seemed in 
their desolation to regard as their true friends the 
Sisters of Mercy; and those who had entered hard- 



▲ TALS or coiraciSHGE* 229 

eeed in guilt, and those who had been tricked and 
enticed into a first ofience, bad alike reason to bless 
Grod, who had overruled their present punishment 
for their souPs good. The convicts were an in- 
teresting portion of the prisoners. Many of them 
were simple country girls, consigned to banishment 
for their first offence, and some of them had not 
forgotten the pious instructions given them in their 
childhood, at the schools of the presentation con- 
vents, which order may indeed claim the blessings 
of the poor. Notwithstanding the subsequent ne- 
glect of their religion, the truths thus early imbibed, 
like bread cast on the waters, returned after many 
days; and when these poor creatures found that 
they were going on the wide ocean, and to a strange 
land, without those means of grace, which, when 
around them, they had heeded not, their grief and re- 
morse were great : no religious sisters — no priest — 
no altar. The sisters comforted them with hopes, 
that if they were sent to Austraha, they would find 
all these blessings ; the Sisters of Charity for that 
mission being about to depart thither, and the poor 
creatures' promises were for the time most sincere, 
that they would keep up amongst themselves, while 
on board, the practises of devotion they had either 
learned or revived in the jail. 

There was amongst the prisoners, detained for a 
few months only, an old woman, who was in the 
constant habit of making the jail her winter resi- 
dence, either by breaking some window, or perform- 
ing any other exploit that she had calculated would 
not involve her in more than was convenient. By 
the time, however, of her introduction to our heroine, 
she was beginning to repent of '^ serving," as she 
called it, '<so hard a master as the devil;" and pro- 
mised that the next Christmas, which would be the 
ninth she had spent in the jail, should, with the help 
of God, be- the last in which she had done her '* old 
VOL. III. — 20 
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master's work/' To this she had now steadily ad* 
hered during the greater part of her last imprison* 
ment, and her active powers were laudably exercised 
in behalf of all new comers, inducing them to con- 
form to the orderly and pious habits established by 
the Sisters of Mercy, and promising them that they 
'* would not know themselves, they would be so 
happy." 

Not many days after her visit to the jail, our 
heroine was taken to the hospital of the House of 
Industry, which was the most fatiguing labour she 
had been hitherto engaged in. Before she started 
with one of the professed sisters who generally at- 
tended the public institutions, Geraldine's silent 
obedience was put to the test in rather an amusing 
manner. The day was intensely hot — not a cloud 
was to be seen, even in the sky of that oft-rained-on 
city; and she had, as the junior sister,' just taken 
up the accustomed basket, when a heavy cotton um- 
brella was placed in her hand. In her astonishment, 
she whispered, ** Sister, do you expect rain ?" " No, 
sister," replied sister Placida, " but I would advise 
you not to venture to the hospital without an um- 
brella. I never go without one to our use ;" and 
showing Geraldine that she also held one, she left 
the enclosure ; our novice followed, and they spoke 
no more. " Never venture to the hospital without 
an umbrella!" thought she, "perhaps it is to the 
hospital of the Lunatic Asylum we are bound;" and 
the story heard in childhood, of the royal Bengal 
tiger diverted from his prey by the parasol of a lady, 
came afresh to her mind. They arrived at the outer 
court of the House of Industry, and Geraldine, who 
had been previously shown over the whole building 
by the devoted priest of the parish, was not a little 
relieved to find sister Placida directing her steps 
towards those who had retained their senses. On 
that day they were bound to the mep's wards, and 
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OTi entering the first of them, sister Placida turned, 
and whispered, ^ Sister, you are not to fellow me, 
but to go regularly down the ward on your side,, 
visiting every bed." 

Geraldine's heart began to flutter ! uncurtained, 
and unemployed, lay a row of formidable looking 
beings, who would watch every movement, and 
listen to every word. She moved towards the first 
bed, on which appeared a head so extraordinary, 
that she doubted whether it were human ; an un- 
shaved beard, and a fur cap drawn over the face of 
the sleeper, producing an effect far from encourag- 
ing ; and Gcraldine being coward enough to rejoice 
that he slept, passed to the next bed, where lay a 
very old man. In her softest manner she inquired 
about his health, and listened to a voluble and 
detailed account of all his complaints, for they were 
many, and life hung by a slender thread. When 
however, she proceeded to spiritual matters, his 
fluency was gone. He ** knew nothing of them 
things, they were not in his time." Geraldine 
endeavoured to convince him, that to " love and 
serve Almighty God in this world, that we might 
be happy with Him for ever in the next,'* had been 
the great concern of every one when he was young, 
as well as in the present day. 

^'Nuns and ladies did not go about in my time," 
said he. '* I know nothing about them." 

** But, my dear friend," said Geraldine, *'you have 
heard of Almighty God ?" 

** No, indeed. He was not in my time," replied 
be ; *^1 know nothing about Him.'' 

** Then you must begin to try and know Him 
now," said Geraldine,. much shocked. 

** I'll tell you what," said he, *Mf you should be 
coming again, may be youMl bring me a little tobac- 
co. It amuses me as I'm lying here!" 

Geraldine promised the tabacco, and at that 
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instant, the old man was seized with so violent and 
spasmodic a cough» that she feared be might die at 
once in his ignorance and unconcern. He revived, 
however, and seemed pleased that she bad not left 
him. *^ Yon are very ill," said Geraldine, " and 
most probably will not live many days, perhaps not 
many hours, and where do you think you shall go 
when you die?" 

*• Why, you'll be a clever woman," said he, " if 
you can tell me that." 

** If you will promise to do as I tell you," said 
Geraldine, ^* I will promise that you will go where 
you will be happier and better off, than you have 
ever been here :" and she began to teach him, in the 
simplest manner, the elements of religion : strongly 
suspecting, however, as she proceeded, that his 
ignorance was partly feigned, and thus it proved ; 
so that, before she left him, her chief efforts were 
directed to convince him of his guilt, and move him 
to contrition for having denied his God. Careful 
not to weary him, however, she at length left him, 
having gained from him the promise, that till he saw 
one of the sisters again, he would, from time to )ime, 
repeat the words of the publican, *^ God be merciful 
to me a sinner I" endeavouring to enter into their 
contrite spirit ; and also, to take a review of his 
past life, in distant preparation for confession. 

In the next bed lay one who presented a striking 
contrast to the careless old man. He was a youth 
in the last stage of a decline, and whose heart and 
mind were already in *' the better land." Geral- 
dine, who possessed a keen perception of the spirit- 
ual progress of other minds, attempted not here to 
teach, but she was able to cheer and sooth, hj 
sympathy with his holy thoughts, this dving saint. 

Tnus passed she on, with kind looks and soft 
words ; suggesting thoughts of patience and of love 
for Jeans' me, to those in pain ; aad was still ab- 
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sorbed in this employ, when sister Placida informed 
her they must depart But on their way, they 
stopped at one of the wards, to see, according to 
promise, a poor man, who had, as sister Placida 
hoped, consented to an operation the day before. 

" How are you, Te^rence?" 

*' Ah, lady I so you are come. Praise be to God ! 
I have had my leg taken off. There were thirty 
surgeons round me, and I did not mind it a bit All 
owing to you, lady, and your comforting words ; 
and, most of all, may God bless you for giving me 
this," showing them a small brass crucifix. '' 1 held 
it, and looked at it all the time they were cutting 
through my flesh and bone ; and, as you told me, T 
joined my sufferings to His sufferings, and He gave 
me strength. I never uttered one cry, for I never 
lost the grasp of this — and here it is <again. May 
the Lord bless you for the loan." 

" You may keep it, Terence." 

" Ah 1 then I am a. happy man. Praise be to God 
and to his blessed Mother, and may they receive 
you straight from earth to heaven. Angels that you 
are ! — Glory be to his holy name 1" 

Sweet and calm is the holy silence of the convent 
after the fatigues of the duties without ; when the 
mind that has laboured, and the heart that has bled, 
for others, may enter its rest with God. The sisters are 
under the precious obligation, by their rule, to again 
visit the blessed sacrament on their return to the 
convent ; thank their Lord Jesus Christ for his pro-i 
tection ; humble themselves before him for any 
imperfections they may have fallen into ; and most 
earnestly pray, that whatever assistance has been 
afforded through his grace and mercy may conduce 
to his own glory, the salvation of their souls, and 
those whom they have instructed. 

Welcome, also, in its due course, is the cheerful 
evening recreation, which in the order of Mercy 

20* 
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the novices and postulants pass inritb the professed 
sisters in the commanity-room, wbere alt are 
encouraged to be joyfuI» as a doty towards each 
other, and a tribute of gratitude due to God. 

Geraldine was always willing to contribute her 
share to the general amassment, but her chief 
gratification was to be a listener to tbe various 
groups around her, especially when tbe occurrences 
of the day were being recounted by a certain yoang 
professed sister^ who was tbe general prize at 
recreation both to young and old, but of which 
ahe was perfectly onconscious, as well as of tbe 
reason why every one laughed at her adventures; 
the simplicity of her character preventing the dis- 
covery. • 

" Reverend mother," cried a young novice, " do 
make sister Mary Lucy tell us why she is sad." 

" Sad I" repealed the mother-superior, turning to 
look at sister Mary Lucy's sweet dimpled face, ** I 
never saw any one jess guilty of sadness." 

" Oh, but she confesses, reverend mother, to be- 
ing very near it," said the novice Mary Agnes. 

" III that case," said the mother-superior, entering 
into the jest, "if you begin your confessions at 
recreation, sister Mary Lucy, you must finish them 
here." 

" Ah ! well, reverend mother dear, sure it is 
just nothing at all — it is only the old men and 



women." 



** What of them — were they cross to-day ?" 
" They were a little cross, reverend mother." 
*' But you, a professed sister, would not think of 
minding that." 

" No, indeed, reverend mother, I know that I 
ought to be glad to suflfer, instead of having any 
reward here, and I should not think of the crossness, 
only of the troubles that come on me in consequence. 
I think," continued she> after a little pause, << I think 
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the old women are crosser than the old meiH-per- 
haps they are cold — no, they cannot be cold this 
breather — ^perhaps it is too warm they are, poor old 
T^'omen. I had better not say they are cross, had I, 
reverend mother ?" 

" Ah 1 here is a regular scruple," cried the young 
Agnes. 

^ Ah ! no, fie sister dear, it As not a scruple ; is it» 
reverend mother V* 

*^1 cannot decide these knotty questions here,*^ 
said the mother-superior, laughing. ^ Go on at once 
with your story." 

" Well, I will, reverend mother. I said that the 
old men were not so very cross, but there was one 
old man ontdid all the old wt)men. I only asked 
him if it were long since he was at his duty, and he 
growled terribly at me, reverend mother. Indeed 
be did, though I looked very sweet and kind at him, 
poor old man. But, then, at last he became much 
more gentle and amiably and he even promised me 
that he would see the priest. He was a sailor, and 
he said, * Bless you, I have not been to my duty 
these fifteen years, but I'll overhaul my conscience 
to please you, for, sure enough, the ship I was in 
was hell afloat.' " 

"And how came you to be so successful with 
him ; was it by your fervent prayers ?" 

" Ah I that is the very thing," sighed sister Mary 
Lucy; "sure, I think it was, perhaps, by no prayers 
at all, for I told him that when I next came I would 
bring him ' a dust of snuff,' and that warmed his 
cross heart, poor old man." 

" Gently, gently," said the mistress of novices to 
her merry children, who had given a general shout. 

** And you were feeling a little uncomfortable," 
said the superior, " because I have desired you to 
make no more promises at the hospital ; well, cheer 
iip» because for this time you are forgiven." 
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** Ab, reverend mother dear, there are more — '^ 

«* What, more promises T" 

** Sure, there — there the cross old women. That 
isy I mean, the sick old women." 

** And the more cross they were, the more you 
promised them. Is that it ?" 

" They were very badly off for beads, reverend 
mother, and one old woman said she could read 
very well if she bad a prayer-book-and spectacles ; 
and there were two who had no caps, and so I said 
we would see about it all.'' 

" Is that the whole ?" 

•* Not quite, reverend mother. Somehow or other, 
I promised three pair of spectacles, some tea, and 
a little more snuff, and that is really all.'' 

*^ And how are you to get all these things, sister? 

" Ah, reverend mother dear, you will tell the sis- 
ters to be charitable when I go a begging to them." 

" That may do very well for the caps, for I will 
desire sister Mary Josephine to give you some calico 
from the poor's store-room, but what are you to do 
for the other articles?" 

" Reverend mother, I know of a shilling — really 
a whole shilling — may I have it?" 

<*How can you possibly have a shilling, sister 
Mary Lucy ?" 

<< I have it not, reverend mother, but when I swept 
out the refectory since supper, I found a shilling on 
the floor, just where mother Burser sits." 

" And why did you not take it to her ?" 

** Ah, no, reverend mother, I left it just where it 
was, because it seemed to be there on purpose for 
the old women, and I thought you would let me have 
it. May I fetch it ?" 

On receiving a nod of assent, away tripped sister 
Mary Lucy, and returned exultingly with the shil* 
ling ; but her return was the signal for a general nU 
tack of—'' Ah, sister dear, you would not be keeping 
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all the shilling for yourself," and, ^ Ab» sister dear, 
if you had seen the misery I have witnessed to-day 
in the private visiting," &c., till in a few minutes 
the twelve pence, or rather the twenty-four half- 
pennies, were distributed by promise, and the poor 
owner exclaimed, " Sure, I have nothing left for my- 
self and the old women 1" 

''Alas!" thought Geraldine, ''how many shillings 
have I thrown away." ^ 

One of the novices was the heiress to great wealth 
gained in trade, and it was interesting to see the 
artless satisfaction she evinced when the final sen- 
tence being passed by the reverend mother, that 
only four of the " beggars" should share the shilling 
with sister Mary Lucy, she was allowed to retain 
her promised two-pence. 

As soon as this affair was settled, Geraldine re^ 
quested to have the question solved, which for her 
still remained an egnima, of sister Placida, and the 
umbrella ; for she had been so much occupied by 
her own allotted employment, as not to have re- 
membered anything else, during the time they were 
together in the hospital. 

After much laughter, and an endeavour, on the 
part of the experienced, to puzzle our heroine still 
more, sister Placida was called upon to explain the 
difficulty, which, like many others, admitted of the 
simplest solution. 

" Indeed, reverend mother,'* said sister Placida, 
"the umbrella is a great comfort to lean on, when 
standing so many hours, for at the hospital and in- 
firmary, there are neither chairs nor stools." 

"How did you manage, sister Mary Paula?" 
asked one of the novices. 

" I either knelt," replied our heroine, " or sat on 
the edge, of the bed, next to the one whereon was 
the object of my care. May I continue to do so» 
reverend mother ?" 
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** You may,'* replied the superioress, should the 
bed be vacant." 

At this instant, a previous ring at the back gate of 
the convent was explained, by the entrance of two 
lay sisters, with a large bale of goods for the poor, 
sent to the sisters of mercy for distribution; and this 
welcome present being the first of a succession of 
contributions in money and in goods, which arrived 
from ttll parts of the city, from Protestants as well 
as from Catholics, as the cold season advanced, 
sister Mary Lucy was enabled to fulfill all her pro- 
mises, and to make many more to her old men and 
women, whether cross or resigned. 
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CHAPTER XIX. 

Gome while the bloflsome of thy yeaiB are brightest, 
Thou youthful wanderer m a flowery maze, 
Come while the restless heart is bounding lightest. 
And joy's pure sunbeams dazzle on thy ways. 
Life has but shadows, save a promise given. 
Which lights the future with a fadeless day ; 
O touch the sceptre, win. a hope in heaven, 
Come, turn thy spirit from the world away, 

COKVBITT IhTITATIOIT. 



The following day, as two of the sisters were re- 
turning from their round of visits, at the corner of 
the street which led to the convent, they were 
timidly accosted by a young person, who entreated 
them to listen to her. The sisters motioned to her 
to follow them, but this she seemed unwilling to do» 
till, after some instants thought, she again took 
courage, and overtook them just as the convent door 
was opened by the portress. 

" Perhaps it is to our * House of Mercy,' you 
want admittance, my dear?" said the sister, "the 
door is round the corner." 

" No, ma'am," replied she, " I am not come on 
my own account, but at the request of my lady ;" 
and she presented a note addressed to the ' Sisters 
of Mercy." The young person was now requested 
to sit down, and the note being taken to the mother- 
superior, proved as follows : — " I know that your 
first duty is towards the poor ; but in dwelling on 
your name, I feel that if indeed you be sisters of 
mercy, the writer of this may well c\aitr\ your care, 
being poor and wretched in the sight of heaven. I 
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am told that you visit Dowhere, without a note from 
one of the priests. I know none of the priests of 
this city ; but the confi4ential bearer of this has seen 
unexpectedly to-day an English priest, to whom I 
was once k^iown. If you can find out the residence 
of the Rev. John Bernard, and mention to hioi my 
maiden name of Helena Brook, he will bid you come 
to me for mercy's sake." 

" Return to the young person,*' said the mother- 
superior, to sister Agatha, *'and tell her that the 
Rev. Mr. Bernard shall be written to this evening, 
and that, with his sanction, two of the sisters will 
wait on her lady to-morrow. Fix the hour with 
thevoung person, and the precise address.*' 

The Rev. Mr. Bernard answered the mother 
superior's note in person, and on the following after- 
noon, the two sisters appointed, namely sister 
Margaret, and our novice, Mary Paula, arrived at 
the place of their destination, which proved to be 

one of the handsomest houses in . The young 

attendant was watching for them at one of the 
windows looking on the portico, and she admitted 
them softly into the entrance hall. The porter was, 
or feigned to be, asleep in his official chair, and no 
other male domestic appeared, as they followed 
their guide up two flights of stairs, to the front room 
of the second floor, which was fitted up in a style, 
which, in elegance and splendour, Geraldinc had 
never seen surpassed, and which filled sister Margaret 
with pity and sorrow. " This reminds me," said the 
latter, as they were now left alone, "of what the 
apartments of Magdalen must have b'een, before her 
conversion. Rev. Mother, however, has told us we 
may expect to find a true penitent, and may the 
Almighty's peace be with her." 

Our heroine smiled at sister Margaret's ideas 
respecting the decoration of the apartment ; and 
having but a few months left the same assemblage 
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6( marbles, fresco waiter, classical groupt in alabas- 
ter and bronze, and the choicest ornamental speci- 
mens of mosaics, cameos, and lava, she thought, 
** how innocently might all these rare beauties have 
been collected ;" and feeling quite at hoine amongst 
them all, she turned to view the whole, when in a 
full-length mirror artfully disposed within a painted 
archway of trelliced work and flowers, our heroine 
for the first time beheld herself in the religious garb. 
" di ! Geraldine ! what sympathy have you, n(fw, 
with works of art opposed to the service oithe altar ? 
what are the false beauties of mythology, to one 
who has entered the court .of the King of Kings, 
who has Chosen to be.an abject in the house of her 
Lord Jesus Christ T 

She remained fixedly gazing, while compunction 
filled her heart; the touching aspirations attached 
to each part of her consecrated habit rushed to her 
mind, and, sinking on her knees, she oflTered anew 
the whole of her being, with all her faculties and 
sensibilities, to her only true Joy. Sister Margaret, 
who, during the absence of the attendant, had 
remained with her eyes fixed on the carpet, now 
touched Geraldine on the arm, to give notice that 
they were sent for; and they followed the young 
person into the adjoining room, which was nearly 
' similar in size and decoration. A bed with ormolu 
canopy, and curtains of amber sillc, stood in the 
centre, towards which sister Margaret was approach- 
ing, when the attendant conducted them to the inner 
side of the room, where they found the object of 
their visit. She had insisted on being taken out of 
bed, and laid on a mattrass on the floor, before the 
admission of the sisters : her long auburn hair had 
been hastily cut, and lay beside her, and her clasped 
hands concealed her face. The sisters knelt on 
each side of the sufferer, and the attendant left the 
room. 

VOL. III. — S4l 
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** Are the Sttten of Mercy alone with me 1" at 
length said Lady Hartley. 

<< They are, my dear,^' said sister Margaret. 

**ilLy dear!'' repealed Lady Hartley; ahd^ un- 
covering her face» she smiled. It was a young and 
lovely face ; yet, when the smile had passed, there 
appeared the traces of acute suffering. She gazed 
at each alternately. ** Oh ! you are really nuns," 
cried she ; and then the tears rushing to her eyes, 
she threw her arms round sister Margaret's neck, 
and sobbed aloud; while sister Margaret, in a 
gentle voice, spoke peace and encouragement. 

Suddenly Lady Hartley raised her head, and 
looked earnestly at her. " No I it cannot be ! yet 
there is a likeness; and the voice — the accent — 
you surely are not Irish 1" 

*' I am not," replied sister Margaret ; *< I am 
Scotch." 

*< Ah 1 speak on ! speak on !" said Lady Hartley, 
laying her hand again on sister Margaret's shoulder ; 
** those were happy days, when I listened to pious 
advice given in that tongue." 

** And you will have happy days again, please 
GkKJ," said sister Margaret. 

" Ah ! no ! you do not know aU ! How can I 
ever tell you all I have to say T" 

'< But you shall not be pressed to lell us anything 
you do not like," said sister Margaret. ^' It does 
not bdong to us to hear your confession, my poor 
child." 

** But I wish to tell you all, or nearly all," said 
she, ** for my heart is bursting; that was the reason 
I begged you to come to me : and the very sight 
of your coif has given me courage beyond my 
hopes." 

''And, more than this," said sister Margaret, 
<< Almighty God has graciously sent his strengthen* 
ing grace, in token of having accepted the peniten- 
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lisl spirit in whicfa you mm huaible yourself in. the 
sight of his poor servants." 

-•*0h! these are comforting words^" said Lady 
Hartley, as sister Margaret replajced her on her 
piHow; ''yet, when you are gone, I shaD be as 
wretched as ever." 

" No, you will not," replied the sister ; " you will 
then continue to open your heart with simplicity 
and gratitude to the mercy of God." 

Lady Hartley had continued to hold the hand of 
each sister ; and she now said to sister Margaret, 
** I feel a ring on your finger, and. by that token I 
know that you are professed. There is some motto 
engraved on it — what are the words'?" 

Sister Margaret replied — " It is the verse in 
abridgment of * In all things I sought rest, and I 
shall abide in the inheritance of the Lord.' " 

** In all things I, too, have sought rest," repeat'od 
Lady Hartley; " but, wretched creature that I am, 
I did not abide in the inheritance of the Lord. Listen 
now, dear sisters — I will tell you— ^yes! I have worn 
the religious garb~I have Iain prostrate before the 
altar, and here I am^ a broken^-hearted cast-away ! 
Oh ! Sisters — Sisters of Mercy ! have mercy on the 
victim of a lost vocation 1" 

Deeply affected, the sisters pressed the trembling 
hands they held, and sister Margaret replied — 
" May our Almighty and merciful God receive your 
tears ; may He pardon you, and give you peace !" 

*♦ Alas !" cried Lady Hartley ; " God never 
designed me for the world I have so blindly chosen; 
for 1 have not had strength of mind to keep the right 
path through the labyrinth of pleasure." 

** There, is no such path," observed sister Mar- 
garet. 

*< Ahl but there are many who have kept them*' 
selves from evil tongiies and false hearts, while I 
have loved and trusted every one, and have been 
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led, as if in a dream, to throw away the little 
happiness I once possessed, and there is nothing left 
for my heart but to break." 

<' Ah, no ! your poor heart shall not break, please 
God," said sister Margaret, " with earthly sorrow, 
but with contrition; and in that sense you know it 
is said, ' the broken and humble heart God will not 
despise.' " 

" He must despise and reject mine," said Lady 
Hartley, despondingly, " for I have wilfully turned 
it from Him to his enemies. » Yes ! wilfully — for I 
knew my Lord*s will, and did it not I had reposed 
in the sweet refreshing shade of his enclosed garden, 
and left it for the glare and scorching heat of the 
plains. An accident drew mc from the convent ; 
and, once again in the world, I remained for the 
scandal of others, and the loss of my own souL'* 

** Mistrust not thus the tender mercy of, your 
God," said sister Margaret; '<are you not as the 
stray lamb, which the Divine Shepherd bears gently 
back to his fold ? Are not the angels rejoicing at 
this very hour in your repentance ?" 

"Your voice soothes me," said Lady Hartley^ 
" and your blessed assurances revive ibr a few in- 
stants the feeling of devotion, but it lasts not: the 
elastic spring of hope is gone for evet: and in its 
place, a heavy immoveable weight of mingled guilt 
and pain weighs down my spirit. I can no longer 
love God as once I loved him. Gone ! ^one ! inno-^ 
cence and joy, and peace, and hope, and faith, and 
love, all gone. Ah ! do not speak to me," continued 
she, hurriedly, as sister Margaret bent over with 
fresh motives for comfort. "Let me first tell you-*-« 
first show you something" — and si^ drew from 
beneath the pillow a thin silver case: it contained a 
letter, which, by its appearance, had been often 
opened and re-opened, and watered by the tears of 
its possessor. "Look at the address," said she^ 
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with nervous rapidity, ^^Look ! it is to Helena Brook, 
but I never received this letter till all was over; and 
when I did receive iU I was afraid to open it, and I 
never broke the seal till I began to pine after my 
lost' happiness ; when my heart had begun to lose 
drop by drop all its warm blood, and to dwell with 
bitterness ; when my husband called me a fool, and 
cursed the day he saw me ; when, reproaching me 
for that to which ^he had led me, he had the cruelty 
to say^ that ' a runaway nun had indeed better hide 
herself:' then I sank, both mind and body. They 
tell me that he was kind to me after this, but I 
knew it not, and was many weeks a mother before 
I saw my precious baby. She was beautiful. I 
would look for hours in her clear blue eyes — I 
offered her up from this her earliest infancy to 
become the spouse of Jesus Christ — I put her under 
the sjf)ecial protection of his Blessed Mother — 
nothing coloured has ever touched her, and she has 
k>oked like a seraph in her spotless white. I have 
had other poor infants since, but they all died, either 
before, or directly after their birth ; and she, my 
chosen one, that was to plead to God for me, to 
atone for my infidelity — to rejoice my soul, and 
give new life within me, she — 01 my God, my God> 
she is an idiot !"* 

A deep groan burst from Geraldine, her sympathy 
was too intense for utterance. 

''.Do not attempt to comfort me," said Lady 
Hartley, to sister Margaret, '^but read this letter: 
I could repeat it to you, but, that often as it has 
been read, it fills me with the same emotion, as if 
six days, instead of six years, had passed since it 
was written, and you remind me so forcibly of the 
revered writer, that I must Ibten to it from your 
lips. Why do you hesitate? Why does your face 

* TakBD from life. 
21* 
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** It has passed/* said sister Margaret; and taking 
the letter, she read as follows : — 

M C C<mT6Dt, May 10, 188 . 

** My dear child, — We have been anxiously ex- 
pecting to hear that your return to us will not be 
again delayed, but that you will join us before the 
clothing of our two postulants ; that our dear Mary 
Agnes may not lose her rank amongst our novices. 
I have your first letter by my side, in which you 
pine after your convent duties and pleasures, and 
part of it I will transcribe as the touch-stone of 
your present feelings. 'My uncle and aunt are 
very kind to me; so are all their friends and the 
servants, particularly the maid who waits on me 
till my sprain is cured. The house is beautiful, and 
full of pictures and statues, and every one seems to 
be smiling and talking all day long. I may do just 
as I like, but it is very strange that 1 am melancholy, 
with all this to make me happy. I believe it must 
be, that no one understands me, and I understand 
no one. I do not care for anything that is talked 
about, and when recreation time comes (for I keep 
to our convent hours as much as possible) 1 am 
more inclined to cry than to laugh. You will say, 
that this is having very little courage, my dear 
mistress, but it does seem so very long to be absent 
from you and my religious sisters, and, above all, I 
feel the desolation of being no longer under the 
same roof with the adorable sacrament.' My dear 
child, I trust that you will soon re-assure my heart 
by a letter more in harmony with this sentiment 
than was your last, and will tell me that the day is 
fixed for your return to the holy happy life you 
were so grieved to leave. Gome back to your once 
happy nest, my poor simple bird; you are not formed 
for the world. You will only flutter and die in its 
baneful atmosphere. The very qualities which in 
the cloister would be nurtured without peril, w^uld 
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in the world prove your ruin. That flexible dispo- • 
9ition9 that soft confiding character, which, like 
wax, can be moulded according to the will of others, 
and which is the perfection of a religious, would in 
the world prove an imperfection, and expose you to 
perpetual vacillation and inconstancy of conduct, if 
not to actual tran^ression. Those talents, — above 
all, that decorative taste which has hitherto been 
sanctified by its dedication to the altar, — would in 
the world be turned to vanity, luxury and self- 
adornment." The writer then relcrtes many little 
anecdotes of the noviceship, and conveys messages 
from its inmates, all indicative of the artless merri- 
ment as well as the piety of the novices, and thus 
continues: *' Ah ! Mary Agnes, when is it that the 
heart is thus light ? Is it not, when having gene- 
rously followed the call to the rough and narrow 
way, every flower is full of fragrance, every sun- 
beam full of joy? Return, then, and renew the 
joyous laugh which has so often made the novice- 
ship ring, and was the true recreation of a heart at 
peace with God. Return, with your wonted zeai 
and enthusiasm to adorn the new altar in honour of 
Sl Joseph, which mother-abbess wishes to be fixed 
in the south dormitory, the care of which is to be 
given to 2^5." 

Under a fresh dale, the letter is continued thus: 
" My unhappy child ! — How can I give utterance 
to the pang which your letter of this morning has 
given us, and which I perceive is blotted by your 
tears. O ! fly from the snare which besets yoit— • 
flight is your only safety, 'my poor, weak, if not 
guilty child. Alas ! there is one place in the choir, 
towards which my heart has inexpressibly yearned; 
my hopes have hitherto filled it with the virgin form 
of my regained treasure. Eleven white veils are 
there before me; beyond them is the altar — the 
tabernacle — the divinity contained in the adorable 
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Host. Eleven; and the twelfth is gone: and why? 
is it to betray her Lohl 1 Are the thirty pieces of 
silver included in these earthly espousals 7 I can 
write no more, but you will be remembered by all, 
in the holy sacrifice and communion, until we hear 
again. 

Mart Agatha, of the Crc^s. 
Benedictine unworthy." 

A deep pause succeeded the reading of this letter; 
and then a sKriek, wild, piercing, and unearthly, 
burst from the hapless being to whom it had been 
addressed. Sister Margaret bent over her, ; and 
whispered unheeded consolation; at length Lady 
Hartley opened her eyes, and said, " I was called 
by Jesus Christ to the high privilege of being his 
spouse. Before his altar, in presence of the adora- 
ble sacrament of his love, I begged of his minister 
the holy habit of religion, and in my name was said; 
* The kingdom of this world and all the grandeur of 
the earth I despise, for the love of our Lord Jesus 
Christ, whom I have seen, whom I have loved, in 
whom I have believed, and towards whom my heart 
inclineth.'. Ah 1 go, go,^leave me, — why did I send 
for yotr! Why did you come? No one can bring 
me help or comfort. I have left my God, and He 
now leaves me. Do not speak to me, — go, blessed 
women, go ! — I beg, I entreat. What have I to do 
with you, or you with me, — leave me I leave me !" 

**Hush," said sister Margaret, in a voice which 
though gentle, was full of authority; ^'hush these 
emotions, and listen calmly, while in your name I 
say, * O Jesus, for thy tender mercieis' sake,, and for 
thy bitter passion's sake, forgive and forget what I 
have been. Pity ! O, pity ! what I am, — satisfy for 
what I deserve, and supply what I desire. O dear« 
est Saviour ! thou soughtest me when I fled from 
thee; wilt thou rejeet me now that I seek thee?" 
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Again did Lady Hartley throw hjer arms round 
sister Margaret's neck, and weep. " Ah !" cried 
she, " repeat to me again that prayer." The sister 
did so, adding, ** Who gave you the thought to send 
for us? Was this not a sign that your blessed 
Saviour has sought you, and that on your seeking 
him, he will not * reject' you t Ah I listen to His 
loving invitations, and not to the whisperings of 
the wily enemy, whose object is to dishearten you.*' 

" But it is very disheartening," said Lady Hartley, 
<Mhat God gives so much more grace to some per- 
sons than to otHers. I wonder why He did not give 
me sufficient to persevere in my vocation ?" 

'< Had you been faithful to the degree of grace 
then vouchsafed you," said sister Margaret, " God 
would have bestowed more ; but now can we dare 
to hope for a superabundant degree, to supply for 
our infidelity?" 

" But," replied Lady Hartley, "of course He fore- 
knew all that would happen to me, and therefore it 
was very cruel." 

** You must reject those thoughts instantly," said 
sister Margaret " The human mind is so limited, 
that when we would dive into the p^rnDission of 
evil, in the eternal counsels, we are lost. ,The 
wisest philosophers, the most profound divines, have 
been content to admire, in reverence and humility, 
the Alniighty's decrees, to respect them with love, 
and to love them with respect, as impenetrable, 
incomprehensible. But this we do know, that He 
can bring good out of evil." 

" Ah ! I know very well,** interrupted Lady 
Hartley, ** that all must conduce to the honour and 
glory of God. Unfortunately, as I may say, I know 
my religion perfectly well. I know that He will, in 
the end, be as much glorified by my sinful life, as He 
would have been, had I advanced in perfection, for 
we cannot do Him either harm or good, and He 
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knows how to over-rule eril for good ; but that 
does not console me for having been permitted, from 
want of His grace, to fall by degrees, till now I 
must be a warning for every one, instead of an 
example, and must be content to know that every 
silly girl will be told the sad life, and pious end, of 
the unfortunate Lady Hartley." 

" If they can with truth be told of your pious end," 
said sister Margaret, ^ it will make ample amends 
for any disedification you may have given them." 

" But I do not wish to play the p^rt of Magda- 
lene," said Lady Hartley, the proud tears gushing 
from her eyes ; '* I did feel penitent when t sent for 
yoUf but now it is all gone, and while you were 
talking to me just now, and thinking me so hunsible 
and contrite, 1 was planning how I could have my 
beautiful hair made up into tresses, that wotdd fix 
again on my head." 

" And are you hoping to be at once free from 
distraction and temptation/' said sister Margaret^ 
** and to find no difficulty in returning to the narrow 
road 7 surely you will be more courageous. I should 
wish to leave you in more peace, and yet we can- 
not linger with you longer, than to allow me to say 
one more short aqd earnest prayer." 

** Say that beautiful little one again," cried she, 
" I have it nearlj^ by heart." 

Sister Magaret did so, and although she could not 
reckon on the duration of Lady Hartley's feelings, 
yet it was consoling to see this ingenuous though 
vacillating creature once more in peace ; and having 
with some difficulty obtained her promise that she 
would prepare for confession, they took their leave 
for that day, followed by her blessings. 

** We are now going not to teach, but to be 
taught," whispered sister Margaret, when having 
quitted the lordly mansions of the .great, they turn* 
ed into one of th6ir oft-trod alleys, and climbed up 
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the stairs of a wretched teQemeot On entering the 
room of tiie bed-ridden woman to whom sister 
Maiigaret referred, the former gave an exclamation 
of joy at seeing them. 

** Ah I glory be to God, Alagh,* you are come, 
alagh !" 

" How are you, Norry V* 

** Very ill, alagh ; glory be to God, who sends 
me what is best for me." 

" Are you in pain, Norry V* 

*^ I am, alagh. My sweet Jesus and his blessed 
mother comfort me. Praise be to him, for sending 
you to me this blessed day." 

**Do you know, Norry, that Friday ^ill be a 
great feast, the feast of St Francis 7" 

" Will it, alagh f Ah ! glorious are the saints of 
God, and very glorious is the saint who received 
the marks of the precious wounds of his loving 
Saviour. His prayers must be always heard, 
aJagh !" 

*' You can repeat many verses about St Francis 
receiving the stigmas, can you not, Norry ? But 
you are very faint Where is the pain ?'• 

•* Oh the heart,— the heart, — oh the heart it is 
going entirely." Here she nearly fainted, but after 
awhile revived, snying, " O sweet Jesus, thy heart 
was pierced with a lance; glory be to thee for let- 
ting me share some of thy pain. O the heart P' 

" Almighty God gives you abundant gf ace, and 
you-are faithful to it, Norry. It is therefore a sweet 
consolation to see you on your dying bed, soon to 
be with him whom your heart desires." 

** I have not been faithful enough, alagh ! but I 
trust, he will receive me, and receive you, and re- 
ceive all the faithful departed, — ^'eternal rest give 
to them, O Lord, and let perpetual light shine upon 
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them, and may all be with him, and his blessed 
mother, and all his saints for ever. Amen.' " 

"Were you able to go to confession and holy 
communion, the day you expected, Norry ? 

♦' I was, glory be to my sweet Jesus, who is the 
bread of life." 

" Do you sleep better than you did, Norry ?" 

<* I do not, alagh. 1 cannot sleep at night. I am 
forced to think of his watching and agony in the 
garden, not to be complaining when I hear all the 
i-est asleep through the night." 

" And when you think of his sufferings, it seems 
very little you are bearing for him, does it not?" 

**It does seem very little, alagh ! And by uniting 
my pain and weariness to his, I am having my pur- 
gatory, which comforts me, for I may hope to be 
the sooner with him.*' 

" And you have many calm and silent hours with 
him in the night, which you could not have by day, 
Norry." 

** I have, alagh ! I say my prayers and my rosary 
often in the night; but sometimeis the head, the head, 
alagh, it aches, oh it aches! I can only think of his 
crown of thorns, and bear it for his sake, for then I 
cannot pray.'' 

** And indeed you know, far better than I can tell 
you, Norry, that God would rather have that offer- 
ing, than the longest prayers you could say. Do 
the Christian Brothers come to see you ?" 

<< They do, thanks be to God, and to his blessed 
mother, and may the Christian Brothers receive the 
reward of their charity." 

" We have brought you a wrapper, Norry, and 
some tea and sugar, and some of the sisters will.cali 
at the end of the week." 

The next event of interest at this time, was the 
arrival of several sisters of the parent convent, on 
their way to , where they were to establish a 



new foundation* Tbey were headed by tteir vene* 
rable mother-superior» whom, as foundress of the 
order, our iieroine had alone wished to see and 
know among the dwellers on earth, and in whom 
she found all her expectations realized. It was in- 
teresting to watch the greetings of those, who had 
once formed but one community, and still more 
interesting to behold their parting; some amongst 
them struggling to retain the freedom of heart once 
acquired* 

On the evening ^ the departure of the sister 
guests, sister Margaret, whose warm heart had 
shared in the passing emotion of the visit, was 
called from the recreation to the room appropriated 
to the evening instruction of adults, and found two 
young persons closely enveloped iOb cloaks; one of 
them especially, presenting an appearance so unlike 
the general visitors at that hour, that sister Marga* 
ret concluded there was some wish for concealment, 
and led them into an adjoining little pa»four, where, 
throwing aside her veil and hood, Lady. Hartley 
seized the hand of the sister, and exclaimed, — ''I 
am come to give you good new^ ; I am resolved to 
go to confession, and to serve God in humble 
penance all the rest of my life: my faithful maid 
and friend wishes to be with me wherever I go: 
we have talked over a thousand plans^amongst 
them, to board at a convent. I should much prefer 

returning to my own dear convent at , where, 

ill as I have acted, they would receive me; and 
where one heart, I know, has never totally re- 
nounced me,—- 1 mean my former dear mistress, 
mother Agatha,'* 

*' She does not cease to pray for you," replied 
sister Margaret, " but it is not on this earth; mother 
Agatha Gordon died three years ago." 

«^Diedl" exclaimed Lady thrtl^y, — ^^fafaeisdead! 
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-^you can have the cruelty to tell me this with that 
calm voice, when she was my friend." 

«* And to me," said sister Margaret, <<.not only a 
friend, but, by nature and religion, a sister.'' 

" Your sister P' echoed Lady Hartley. 

** She was my twin-sister," said the religious, and 
was silent 

" But why do I feel more than you ?" cried Lady 
Hartley, with a vehemence of remorse and sorrow, 
*^ but because your thoughts are constantly turned 
to that ' better land, where you are to meet, and 
never — never hear the word farewell ;' while I am 
tossed on this wicked world with every chance of 
shipwreck." 

" Chance I" said sister Margaret, "you have been 
too well taught to use that word. Almighty God 
has sent you many graces, and you have been un- 
faithful to them; this only should cause sorrow. 
Still, in his mercy, He again invites you ; and all 
these favours are the niore pi^cious, because so 
unmerited. You are very right to think of the shel- 
ter of a convent, and of that convent in particular 
which nurtured you," 

«» But she is dead," said Lady Hartley, •* who 
would have won me back to holiness and peace, — 
but you will correct me, I know, for indulging these 
human feelings; and, indeed, had she lived, how 
could I, a mere boarder, expect to be with her as 
once I was? — this might have fretted me. No! I 
will endeavour to rise above these fond regrets, and 
wilt write to the present Lady Abbess, whoever she 
may be, and wilt show you my letter before it is 
sent. I trust no other plans will come into my head." 

" Should they do so, you must banish them as 
temptations," said sister Margaret; "supposing that 
your confessor's advice be given, as you expect it 
will for this arrangement." 
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" So I will, if possiye," returned Lady Hartley ; 
** but still, if God does not send me sufficient grace, 
I cannot follow this plan, or do right in any way." 

"Very true," replied sister Margaret; "but 
rennember, you must be faithful to the good inspira- 
tions He has now given you, and doubt not but that 
more grace will be granted you. God grants salva- 
tion to all those who contribute their own consent 
to the- graces and favours He has prepared for 
them, and which He also offers and distributes; and 
to thos^ who accept the graces of penitence, faith* 
hope, and charity. He also gives the grace of final 
perseverance, and the glorious happiness of His 
eternal love." 

I often wonder," said Lady Hartley, sighing, 

at the change in me from what I once was." 

" The sole cause of the decay and slackening of 
piety,'^ returned lister Margaret, "is in the creaure's 
own will; God never abandons those whom He has 
once justified, unless they first abandon Him." 

" But perhaps He never justified me." 

" How can any baptized person say this t" said 
sister Margaret ; " were you not then restored to 
original justice, forfeited by our first parents?" 

" O I" cried Lady Hartley, << if you are going 
back to my baptism, I cannot contradict you, of 
course ; but I mean since then." 

" What do you mean by * since then ?' " said 
sister Margaret ; " when we fall from our renewed 
innocence, has not God graciously given us the 
means of regaining His 'favour in the tribunal of 
penance? and if you have not availed yourself of 
the means of reconciliation, on yourself rests all the 
responsibility. Humble yourself, then, for not hav- 
ing consented to the mercy of God. Our free will 
can accept or reject His free grace, and you have 
done the latter." 

"But I will do so no more," exclaimed Lady 
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Hartley ; '* I will finish my prepaVations for con- 
fession, and go to Father — — , without delay. 
Indeed, I should be quite afraid of seeing you again, 
until I had given you some proof of my sincerity. 
I will also write to the Lady Abbess. I will do alt 
I can to merit the return of the grace 1 have re- 
jected." 

And with these resolutions, Lady Hartley de- 
parted. The following week she returned, radiaqt 
with joyi She had made a general confession — 
she had the full approval of her confessor |o retire 
to her former convent — she bore in her hand a 
guarded, but kind reply from the Lady Abbess of 
the convent, who was the same she had known 
when a novice, inviting her to visit the convent 
previously to forming any plan for a longer resi- 
dence; and, better than all, she had seen a reverend 
friend of Sir Thaddeus Hartley, who had given her 
every hope, that if she continued for some little 
time in a pious retirement, a reconciliation might 
be effected, as her husband was wilKng to beKeve 
that she had been guilty only of indiscretion. She 
told sister Margaret, that were it not for her maid's 
sake, who wished to take leave of her family, she 
would begin her journey on the following day. 

It was about three weeks after this encouraging 
interview, that sister Margaret received, through 
her reverend mother, a letter from Lady Hartley, 
dated *' Hotel de Rivoli, Paris;" stating, that a few 
days after her visit to the Convent of Mercy, an 
aunt of her husband had' arrived ; that as this was 
the first overture from that part of the family, she 
could not but receive her guest with respect : that 

Mrs. was then on her way to Naples • and 

in order to convince the world that Lady Hartley 
had been misjudged, generously offered to introduce 
her anew into society ; also holding out to her the 
prospect of a reconciliation with her husband ; and 
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that they were merely resting in the French capital 
for a few days longer. 

It would not enter into the limits, or intention, of 
this volume, to pursue further the career of Lady 
Hartley. Suffice it to say, that her husband, who 
had originally sought her for innocent piety, and 
who would, doubtless, again have sought her in the 
retirement to which her repentance had nearly led 
her — refused any overture made through his gay 
relation, from the circles his wife had chosen ; and 
years dragged on, with this victim of an inconstant 
purpose, whoj In rejecting the grace of penance, as 
she had done that of a vocation, lost by degrees the 
remembrance even of the pure and happy feelings 
given to the faithful soul ; and in the false and dead- 
ly pleasures of the world, proved that awful sentence, 
" My spirit shall not always strive with man.'* 
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CHAPTER XX. 

Home of the vivtuous, when in peace repoeiiig. 
The spirit dwells in scenes of cloudless bliss ; 
Where lifers sad anxious cares are daily dosing,-— 
Who would not early choose a lot lik» this? 

Amongst her numerous sister-novices, Geraldine 
found exemplified the effects of the admirable in- 
structions they received from tiie spiritual lectures 
and exhortations of mother Juliana. In one she ob- 
served the spirit of mortification most evidenced by 
her silence when reproved, — a silence, not of sullen- 
ness, but of modesty a-nd humility; and this on 
seemingly trifling occasions, when, had she not been 
habitually recollected ^ that point, she would have 
been thrown off her gimrd. In another, she remark- 
ed a still greater advance in humility; which led 
her, whenever she had from carelessness deserved 
reproof, to own her fault with sorrow, and resume 
her cheerfulness, just as a simple affectionate child 
would So, whose mother had forgiven it: and those 
exampl^'^j^ere the more interesting and instructive, 
as they were given, not by two young creatures 
habituated to the restraints of their age, but by ladies 
who had lived some time in the world, and were 
mistresses of their time and actions. In all the no- 
vices, was marked the endeavour to guard those 
doors bv which the interior life is molested ; no one 
rektinj^, or willingly hearing, news of the world she 
had len ; and no one being occupied with any soul 
but her own"; each being responsible, under God, to 
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her mistress akme ; and bound to give each othet 
the edification only of silent example. Thus, in 
holy silence and peace, each soul was hidden with 
Christ ; or, as it is of novices we spoke, it was her 
prayer and aim to be thus hidden ; for, as during 
the noviciate the greatest warfare takes place be* 
tween nature and grace, so must there be in the nch 
vice far more variation of feeling observable than 
amongst the professed sisters, whose calm seemed 
imperturbable. Geraldine, however, whose interest 
in watching the varied operations of Divine grace 
on different characters, was increased, by seeing in 
the professed sisters the result to which the same 
system led the most contrasted dispositions, found 
the natural faults of the novices as interesting as 
their good qualities. Our heroine was too much ex- 
perienced to imagine that all warfare between nature 
and grace- had ceased in the breasts of the professed 
sisters, but grace had gained the vantage-ground, 
and the attacks of the enemy were always repubed; 
The sensibilities and little artifices^ of self-love — the 
desire that the poor should recognize, and feel grate- 
ful, to one's individual self — the wish to relate with 
credit to one's self, at the recreation, some interest- 
ing scene — chagrin at being no longer sent to the 
places where one had become so useful, arid so po- 
pular, — all this had passed ; for the true spouse of 
Christ had long realized the truth, that ^^ all that is 
not God is nothing !" and insensible to the. popular 
voice of praise or blame, to the gratitude or ingrati- 
tude of the object relieved, to the interior satisfaction 
or difficulty experienced in the path of duty, walks 
simply with ber God, disregarding everythiBg that 
would lift the idol self on the altar raised in her heart 
to Him alone. 

The community in which Geraldine was now 
placed was so numerous, and she was necessarily 
thrown so much more with the novicel than with 



> 

260 A TiLLK or CONSCIENCE. 

the professed sisters, that it was some time before 
she had distinguished the characteristics of niore 
than three or four of the latter. 
. Sister Margaret she had directly loved, for her 
Scotch accent ; and had marked, on several occa* 
sionsy her national firmness of mind, and her still but 
deep religious affections. Sister Mary Lucy was 
soon investigated. Sister Placida and sister Josephine 
had amply repaid, in their well-regulated minds and 
hearts, every advance made towards a more inti- 
mate knowledge of their characters. Wherever our 
heroine turned, she met a mild, modest countenance ; 
in some, great personal attractions, and in all the 
recollected religious look, which, in the consecrated 
spouse of Heaven, is the only true beauty. Amongst 
this sweet sisterhood there was but one striking ex« 
ception, in a certain sister Ignatia, who seemed as 
if, like the scape-goat, she were destined to bear the 
sins of the whole community, and to be sent forth 
into the desert; not from any want of Christian love 
and compassion towards an object so inferior and' 
afflicted, but from an aversion or incapacity on her 
own part to be blended in the harmony around her. 
This incapacity was certainly great, if not total, for 
sister Ignatia was very deaf, and subject to a nerv- 
ous irritation and spasm, which made it almost an 
act of cruelty to address her ; and Geraldine, who 
had occasionally attempted it, was additionally dis- 
couraged by the tones of her voice, which were 
harsh, abrupt, and incoherent; while she could learn 
nothing from her countenance, from which nature 
or malady had banished all expression beyond that 
of nervous terror. Our heroine, however, while 
pondering on the seeming inequality of God's giAs, 
continued to watch sister Ignatia with kind interest, 
doubting not to discover in time some glimpse of an 
interior, where rich indemnification would be found 
for external trial ; *' For," thought she, <' this sister 
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surely accepts her outward aflSictions as intended 
ta fence her within the hidden Hfe, in which is found 
the only true happiness." But in vain did Geraldine 
endeavour to discover this interior ; the outworks 
virere inaccessible ; therefore her interest at length 
subsided into the willing hope, that this sister was a 
loving bearer of her cross ; a hope which was the 
more fervent, from the contrast presented in sister 
Alary Gabrielle, her cousin, who had entered the 
convent as a postulant at the same time with sister 
Ignatia, and ])ad been clothed, and professed with 
her. 

Sister Gabrielle in her white veil had looked like 
a seraph; and now that six years had seen her in 
the holy badge of her vows, if she were less brilliant 
she was not the less lovely. Her countenance bore 
the same open innocent look which was so engaging 
in sister Mary Lucy, but the expression was of a 
higher order of intellect, and the affectionate play- 
fulness of her manner was the unbending of a 
superior mind. The bountiful giver of all things had 
endowed her with a rare facility in acquirement, 
and she gratefuly acknowledged the Almighty donor 
in every rich and varied gift. At the time of 
Geraldine's arrival, sister Mary Gabrielle was 
sacristan, and our heroine, from her place in the 
choir, was often an unseen and sympathising witness 
of the holy joy and emotion which filled her heart 
when occupied in the care of the chapel and altar. 
Sister Gabrielle was also the organist, and regulator 
of the choir, which was admirably arranged: she 
gave the vocal instructions to the novices, and When 
any one was deputed to take the instrumental part^ 
she led the voices with a pathos and devotion 
which drew the ready tears to the eyes of Geraldine. 
Nor was it only within the walls of the enclosure 
that sister Gabrielle was the joy of her community : 
her labours amongst the poor, whether in the pablic 
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institutions, in the private dwellings, in ,the school, 
or House of Mercy, were subjects of wonder and 
edification, even amongst the devoted sisterhood 
around her: and the simplicity with .which the most 
painful and heroic acts of mercy and charity were 
performed, forbad the suspicion that in these good 
works self-love was suffered to bear sway. 

Geraldine had been desired one evening by the 
mother-superior to go to her room immediately after 
matins, and to remain behind the high screen until 
she should join her. These little invitations were 
always acceptable to Geraldine, and keeping from 
the draughts of air exactly as she had been directed, 
she seated herself, and had not waited many minutes 
before the door opened, and she heard the whisper- 
ed voice of the mother-superior, accompanied by 
that of sister Gabrielle. 

•' Ah, dearest sister," said the former, " you well 
know how I love you; be satisfied without these 
tender assurances ; we are not two little novices, 
who mpst pet and be petted." 

" You are allowed, as my mother, nay, you are 
obliged to love me," said sister Gabrielle, " for am 
I not your own dear child ?" 

** You are my own dear, precious child, and sister, 
and friend. There, now go." 

" Give me your blessing ?" 

"Ah, I am always blessing you, and praying for 
you, when I had far better be praying for my poor 
self." 

"But you must bless me now, dear reverend 
mother." 

r " Almighty' God bless you now and for ever," 
at length said the mother-superior, and the friends 
parted, sister Gabrielle descending to her duties in 
the sacristy, and the mother-superior entering with- 
in the screen, perceived our heroine, whom she had 
forgotten. 
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" I have coughed, and moved your chair, and 
given all honourable notice that I was here, reverend 
mother," said Geraldine, " but I am happy that you 
forgot me. I love ta listen to friendship such as 
your's." 

" We pray and make every effort that our friend- 
ship may be purely in and for God," said the 
nriother-superior ;" and I do not fear for sister 
Gahrielle, but I do fear my own weak heart, so apt 
to love the creature apart from the Creator." 

** Indeed, reverend mother," said Geraldine, " I 
should judge otherwise, for sister Mary Gabrielle 
permits herself many more demonstrations of affec- 
tion than you do," 

" But so long as I shall hold my present office," 
said the mother-superior, ** she may lawfully do so, 
for it is to the superior she gives her love and con- 
fidence as a dutiful child." 

"And may you not equally love this dutiful 
child ?" 

** I may, nay, I must; but I must equally Jove all 
my children ; and, in truth, I do love them all, and 
am permitted, at their mother in religion, to express 
this affection more than if I were simply one of the 
sisters. Still I make no distinctions, and I desire to 
feel none, and pray that I may love God alone, 
directly, and all creatures indirectly, through Him. 
This is not to be effected without constant prayer." 
** To me," 'said Geraldine, "your friendship is so 
edifying, that I grieve it should cost your heart a 
pang, i well know that in the religious life particu- 
lar friendships are not permitted ; but this is to be 
understood as an exclusive attachment, that would 
endanger charity and sisterly union' with the rest of 
the community: now I have watched you atrecrea-' 
tion, and have never seen you attach yourself to any 
one in particular. You make yourself universal ; 
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and I think no one could discover whether sister 
Gabrielleor sister Ignatia, were the chosen friend." 

** Poor sister Ignatia I" said the mother-superior; 
'*her sutferings have continued through life only to 
increase, and she bears them like a saint. She was 
to have brought a considerable portion with her to 
the convent, and was at length indebted to sister 
Mary Gabrielle, her distant cousin, for admittance 
as a choir sister. She was then possessed of several 
very useful acquirements; had a pleasing person, 
with but little of the nervous affection now so habit- 
ual; was remarkably quick and clever in every 
o&ce assigned her; and in five years has become 
the distressing object you behold! Never has a 
murmur passed her lips, though the interior conflicts 
she has undergone have been a martyrdom. You 
see her now, apparently cold and infensible ; she 
was once a volcano beneath the snows! but, thank 
Grod, the victory is hers. You have taken an interest 
in her, sister Mary Paula, which has not escaped 
ine." 

"I am just considering," said Geraldine, '*in 
which the grace of God is the most manifested, and 
Himself the most glorified : whether by the patient 
suffering of sister Ignatia, or by the rich and 
abundant gifts of sister Gabrielle ? Without doubt 
I should proHOunce in favour of the former, were 
there a shade of self-complacency discoverable in 
the latter ; but it is, indeed, a lovely sight, to behold 
sister Gabrielle, as a little child in humility and con- 
fiding afiection* in the midst of her sisters. Her own 
heart incapable of jealousy, she never imagines that 
such a feeling can exist in that of others." 

''Nor does it exist, thanks be to God, in our 
community," said the mother-superior. ''All we 
rec^iv^ from our bountiful Giver is for the sisterhood. 
She who brings much, and she who brings littler 
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having a willing heart, are equally accepted ; for 
that which in temporal goods is regulated by the 
vow of poverty; is in spiritual and intellectual 
gifts equally regulated by the heart's desire of 
humility." 

The bell now rang for supper; and Geraldine 
followed to the choir, and thence to the refectory, 
trying to banish as a distraction her comparison of 
the two religious sisters, who had formed the subject 
of her conversation. She continued to meditate, 
however, on these two states of spiritual prosperity 
and adversity, for it was in that light she principally 
viewed them; and at length decided, after some 
days of observation and deliberation, that the grace 
of God being the most conspicuous in the lovely 
humility of sister Gabrielle, He must thereby receive 
the most glory, and the sisters the most edification. 
Yet she could not but think that the most glorious 
reward was prepared for her who had shared the 
most in the sufferings of her Divine Spouse. " Sister 
Gabrielle," thpught she, " through His grace, dies 
to the world ; but sister Ignatia is crucified to it.'' 
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CHAPTER XXI. 

Weep not for the saintB who ascend 
To partake of the joys of the sky ; 
Weep not for the seraphs, who bend 
With the worshipping chorus on high ; 
Weep not for the spirits, now crown'd 
With the garland to martyrdom given ; — 
Oh ! weep not for them--ihey have found 
Their reward and their refuge in Heaven ! 

The Sacbsd Harp. 

" I CANNOT feel so perfectly at peace, reverend 
mother, as you exhort me ever to be," said our 
heroine one afternoon, during recreation, when the 
former had taken her aside to give her a little re- 
monstrance for over-grave looks. " I am, thanks 
be to God, without interior or exterior trial ; but I 
cannot disengage my heart from all sympathy with 
yours, and I see there is some unusual care pressing 
on it." 

" Ah ! do not watch me so closely," said the 
mother-superior, smiling. " Mere trifles can press 
upon an unfaithful heart." 

"No," said Geraldine, ''trifles have no power 
over you ; and why will you not confide in me ? 
Mast I think, dear reverend mother, that you repent 
of the precious hours we have passed together, and 
wish me, when alone with you, to be as ceremoni- 
ously the * novice' with her * mother-superior,' as 
when with the community ?" 

"Never can I wish that,'^ replied the mother- 
superior; *' for it is I who must then feel the privi- 
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leged person. Believe me, sister Mary Paula, I find 
comfort, real comfort, in the time we pass together ; 
and I fear not to intrust to you, as you request it, 
the cause of my anxiety, or, as I ought to feel it, 
rather that of greater reliance on Divine Providence. 
A Sister of Mercy must not be so wanting in faith, 
as to be anxious. The same God who guards us 
when we leave the enclosure, and causes our safe 
return, will protect us when danger is within our 
walls ; or, if he permit our mortal part to sink in 
His service, will mercifully receive our soiils. — 
Two of the sisters have caught the fever." 

" You mean the typhus fever ?" 

" I do. Sister Placida and sister Gabrielle are 
now in the infirmary; and the door which opens 
from that corridor into the dormitories, will be 
kept locked. Mother Juliana will give you all 
other instructions, as she will receive directions this 
fevening." 

" I trust, reverend mother, you will permit me to 
nurse the sisters," cried Geraldine, eagerly. " Let 
me intreat this favour of you." 

"If the infirmarian wishes for your services; 
sister Mary Paula, she will apply to your mistress," 
replied the mo'ther-superior. 

*• I stand rebuked," said our heroine. •* * Desire 
nothing, refuse nothing 1' how easy has that appear- 
ed till now." 

They now returned to the rest of the community ; 
but had not remained many minutes amongst the 
cheerful groups, when the five minutes' warning 
rang before vespers. Instantly all dispersed, in 
search of work to be deposited on the long tables in 
the community room and novfcesbip, in readiness 
for the lecture immediately after complin; and 
Geraldine hastened with the rest to the duty of the 
hour. 

At night prayers, the novice whose stall was 
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behind hen, was mining. The following mofniDg, 
at prime, mother Juliana led a young postulant 
from the choir to the infirmary; and before the 
evening, it was ascertained that six of the com- 
munity, including sister Ignatia, had caught the 
malady. The two infirmarians, and a lay sister, 
with the mother-superior, were their constant and 
only assistants. Day after day Geraldine expected, 
in vain, to be sent for ; and she found it difficult not 
to wish that she might have received the ecfification 
which she felt was given by the sick nuns and their 
tender purses. 

She had, however, the comfort to receive a pre- 
cious little note from the mother-superior, giving 
good tidings of sister Placida and the young pos- 
tulant: the others continued much as they had 
been the preceding day, with the exception of 
sister Gabrielle, who was worse ; and the prayers 
of the cohimunity continued for her with increased 
fervour. 

Three days and nights had now passed since the 
state of sister Mary Gabrielle had been pronounced 
alarming, then hopeless ; and it was after the last 
choir office, on this third day, that (reraldine retired 
to her cell, hoping that she might at length receive 
a summons to the infirmary. She dwelt in pensive 
thought on the long and tender friendship which had 
subsisted between the dying nun and her mother- 
superior, untarnished by even a passing estrange- 
ment. The highly-gifted subject had loved the sweet 
vassalage of obedience ; to her, for Jesus' sake, the 
yoke had been easy, and the burthen light ; and- to 
her youthful mother had she yielded, as unto Him. 
This unvarying conduct, while it edified the sister- 
hood, was received with simplicity by the mother* 
superior, as due to the office she held, and not to 
their previous friendship, which on both sides had 
been more and more purified from the mere sensible 
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gratification of natural congeniality and affection, 
as each year saw them more disengaged from all 
that was not in God. 

While Geraldine sate awaiting the hoped-for 
summons from the infirmary, she Heard an unusual 
passing and repassing along the dormitory ; but so 
soAly did the sisters tread, that had not the pannel 
of her cell-door been open, she could not have heard 
them. At length the latch was Kfted, and she open- 
ed the door to mother Juliana. She held on her arm 
Geraldine's white cloak, which she made a sign for 
her to put on, and gave her a taper, saying, " W hen 
you shall hear the first toll of the bell, sister Mary 
Paula, come to the noviceship, that you may light 
your taper, and arrange in time for the procession 
to the infirmary." 

•• Sister Mary Gabrieile is then dying?" whisper- 
ed Geraldine. 

" She is," replied mother Juliana ; " and is ex- 
pecting to receive the holy Viaticum ;" saying this, 
she passed on to the next cell ; and after a few 
minutes, the heavy swing and toll of the sreat bell 
gave the summons to the chamber of death. 

Geraldine found the band of novices awaiting the 
signal for the procession to advance ; and, lighting 
her taper, she placed herself in the ranks. The pro- 
fessed and lay srsters now assembled at the end of 
the great corridor, and, immediately the latter had 
passed in order, the^ novices followed. Geraldine 
cast a glance along the row of professed sisters, as 
they ^tood to let the novices advance, and caught 
the heaven-born expression of her who walked the 
last in the procession. To the marble paleness 
which had been the consequence of sorrow and 
fatigue, had now succeeded a deep flush ; and the 
aid she was beseeching from heaven shone in her 
uplifted eyes, and in the almost smile of her parted 
lips. 

23* 
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Arrived in the infirmaiy, the sisters ranged them- 
lelves on each side of the room, as when in choir ; 
and the dying nun smiled, as she once more saw 
herself surrounded by her religious sisters, in this 
last, and to her, happy hour. 

The solemn rite proceeded : the spouse of Christ 
received in pledge her hidden Lord, who would, ere 
another dawn, receive her into His full and glorious 
presence. After a pause, during which many a 
silent prayer ascended to heaven, the community 
arose, and prepared to depart, in the same order in 
which they came; and the lay sisters had already 
left the corridor, when a signal given arrested them: 
for one watchful eye had caught the last look — one 
watchful ear had caught the last sigh ; and a whis- 
pered message brought back the sisterhood, to chant 
the litanies for the departed soul. 

At length the room was left by all, save the 
mother-superior and the iniirmarian, who, rising 
from their knees, performed the last sad duties to 
their religious sister. The eyes and mouth were 
closed by the former; to her was yielded the 
washing of the face, the hands, the feet; and after 
this began the joint office of clothing, in the full 
habit of the order, the lifeless form. Ah ! who can 
tell the tender yearnings of the bereaved heart of 
the superior, as she drew each part of the habit over 
the dead limbs, and arranged the veil, the cincture, 
and the beads ? The friends had, indeed, been 
lovely in their lives, but in their deaths were divided; 
and nature for awhile refused to accept consolation 
from that unseen and wholly spiritual communion 
held with those departed. It was also the superior's 
solemn office to place in the joined and stiffening 
hands those vows which were the judgment of her 
loved friend I Seven years had passed since Caro- 
line O'Mara, called in religion sister Mary Gabrielle, 
bad pronounced the vows ; and the document had 
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been then ooDsigned to the mother-superior, oevir 
to be touched or seen again till death. 

As soon as it was known, on the foUowitig moro^ 
ing, throughout the enclosure, that mster Mary 
Gabrielle was no more, the lamentations were 
universal. The lay sister who had the principal 
charge of the House of Mercy was unable to codk 
ceal her grief from its inmates; and a burst of 
sorrow arose, which was heard in, and echoed from, 
the poojr-school, where the sad news had been al- 
ready whispered from one child to another. Sym- 
pathy and condolence were sincerely felt by all 
attached to the Order of Mercy, and especially by the 
Ursuline community, where sister Mary Gabrielle 
had been a pensioner, and where her budding 
virtues had been nourished and trained to a blessed 
maturity. 

Geraldine had been admitted to watch and pray 
with a professed sister an allotted half hour by the 
aide of the departed nun. This was not the first 
time she had looked on death ; but it was the first 
time she had watched, in the silence of night, by one 
departed, since the farewell she had taken of the 
earthly remains of De Grey. The present scene 
was calculated to recall, without any fond human 
feeling, that hour of widowhood. '• What," thought 
she, as she gazed on the beautiful features, and the 
almost awful expression of the countenance before 
her, once so sweetly mild and playful, — " what are 
the ties of earth, when this, the purest, truest, best 
of religious sisterhood, is, in its human part, suscep- 
tible of grief! Little avails it now to sister Gabrielle 
that she was the joy of her community, a living 
spring, bidding all hearts be full at her approach of 
innocent and holy mirth. That she could weep, 
too, with those who wept, and pour the balm of ten- 
der sympathy into their wounds ; that she could re«* 
prove the sinner, instruct the ignorant, console the 
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captive; for in doing all this, from theeffosionofaa 
ardent and tender nature, she had on earth her re- 
ward. But greatly does it avail thee, blessed sister," 
continued Geraldine, " to have done all this for Hu 
dear sake, who was thy sole aim and hope, and who 
is now thy joy and thy glory." 

So entirely had Geraldine's thoughts been occu- 
pied by the death of this •* loved, and lovely one," 
that it was with a pang of self-reproach she heard 
announced on the following d^y, that sister Ignatia 
was no more ! The community had attended the 
administration of the last sacrament to this sister, 
as on the former* solemn occasion, but our heroine 
bad been sent with another sister, to some distant 
sick calls, before the notice given from the infirmary. 

The sisters assembled at the usual hour in the 
community-room, and spoke, with their wonted 
sweetness and charity, of their . departed sister. 
They praised her humility, her patience, and each 
endeavoured to recollect something to her advan- 
tage. Still they had suffered no bereavement, they 
felt no sorrow. Each had fulfilled her duty towards 
the deceased, and had no "compunctious visitings." 
The sufferer had gone to her reward, — they rejoiced 
in her gain,— ivery soon the conversation returned 
to sister Gabrielle, and even in death sister Ignatia 
was forgotten ! With a sigh our heroine admitted 
that it could not be otherwise, for one sister had 
been everything, the other nothing, to her community. 

After matins, Geraldine was visited in her cell 'by 
the mother-superior, and invited to the chamber of 
'death. The plain and almost vacant countenance 
of sister Ignatia, now wore an expression, which, 
during our heroine's experience, had never appear- 
ed, and the real form was now distinguished of the 
hitherto heated and swollen features. There was 
something; in the sight of this lonely creature, which 
melted the tender heart of Geraldine ; and truly, as 
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riie rejoiced to think that she was now iii the full 
company of those, who, if suffering, would sympa- 
thize with her, she could not forbear weeping at the 
remembrance of her solitary life on earth. She 
recalled the times when some passing expression on 
that poor disfigured countenance, had given her an 
idea that the sister's deafness was not constant, and 
varied with the state of her nerves. How often 
must she have been unintentionally wounded ,t And 
had she always accepted these wounds in. the pure 
meek spirit of perfect love? Was the sacrifice 
complete, and might she hope that no more of pur- 
gatorial process wogld be requisite T While thus 
our heroine thought and prayed, she perceived the 
superior, who had been kneeling a little apart in 
fervent prayer, suddenly fall prostrate on the floor ; 
and alarmed by an immediate rush of painful con- 
jectures, Geraldine moved towards her, but in an 
instant raising herself on her knees, her countenance 
radiant with joy, she exclaimed, in loud and exult- 
ing tones *' Tt Devm laudamusy Te Dominion confite^ 
mur" motioning to Geraldine to unite with her in 
the song of thanksgiving. Our heroine did so, re- 
peating the alternate verses, at first from t)lind 
obedience ; but the cause was soon made evident to 
her, and her voice became likewise full of animated 
fervour. During these last afflictions, incense had 
been used, especially after death had taken place, 
as a proper precaution against the malady, for th^ 
survivors. The usual incense was burning in the 
room where sister Ignatia lay, when Geraldine en- 
tered, and although aware that something strange 
was now taking place around her, she scarcely dared 
trust the evidence of her senses, but looked into the 
eup where the incense had been burning, and found 
it totaUy consumed, while a fragrance far beyond 
anything she had ever known, continued to arise, 
in fresh clouds of the most exqiusite fragrance: and 
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Geraldine recognized, with trembling awe and gra- 
titude, that she was near one who had died in the 
odour of sanctity I Yes! the plain, the awkward, 
the repulsive sister Ignatia, who had on earth suffer- 
ed a living martyrdom, known only to her God, had 
so faithfully corresponded to the graces vouchsafed 
her soul, had so perfected the holocaust, that the 
purifying fire having already consumed all that was 
not of pure gold, she had at once entered into the 
joy of her Lord. 

After some time spent in this now sanctified 
apartment, the mother-superior withdrew, to write 
to the bishop, requesting to know his wishes respect- 
ing the omission of the usual prayers for the faithful 
departed, and Geraldine remained alone with the 
body of the saint. Tremblingly she approached it, 
and bathed the feet with her tears. " I will not 
mourn," cried she, " that thou weft so little known. 
I will not even mourn, that perchance my looks or 
words might have added to thy sufferings, since 
every pang was but given thee for thy present 
glory. Ah ! happy obscurity, in which thou wert 
crucified with Jesus thy Lord. If thou hadst had 
one earthly friend; if one mortal had but loved thee; 
perhaps thou wouldst have lost thy crown. Ah ! 
sainted sister, in thy glorious home, remember one 
who has been but too much loved. Beg of our 
divine spouse ta give me but himself, his love, his 
grace. I desire henceforth no more !" 

The bishop was absent on a journey to a remote 
part of the diocese, and no answer to the mother- 
superior's letter, could arrive before the interment 
Every form was therefore observed exactly as had 
been with the remains of sister Mary GabrMie. 
After all the procession had quitted the vault, except 
the mother-superior, and the mother-assistant, who 
walked last, the same fragrance arose, and they both 
returned to render thanks for the favour vouchsafed 
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tbem. The rest of the community were left to form 
their own opinion of the circumstance, as related to 
thecn, and to receive whatever impression would 
the most tend to improve and comfort them. Sonie 
attributed the unusual fragrance to arise from some 
ingredient not before mixed with the incense, and 
that our heroine was mistaken in supposing the fire 
extinguished, and many impossible solutions were 
given by others, before the simple easy truth was 
admitted, that a supernatural odour had surrounded 
the corpse of sister Ignatia/ God thus giving her 
honour amongst those with whom she had lived un- 
known, being hidden with Him. 

Geraldine now pondered more than ever over 
everything she could recall of this departed sister ; 
but as might be supposed, she could fix on nothing 
remarkable. Sister Ignatia had observed her holy 
rule with undeviating fidelity, but had done nothing 
more. Nothing more than was required to form a 
saint. The observance of her rule also had been in 
simple conformity to the will of God, as shown her by 
her superiors. There were days, weeks, and at one 
period months, when from the rush of blood to the 
head, she was incapable of any duty whatever, ex- 
cept that of resignation. And in this, was she ex- 
ercised sorely. Not only were the avenues of sight 
and sound barred up at those attacks in the head, 
but interior conflicts the most acute took place, rt&n- 
dertng her a seeming outcast from God and man, — 
conflicts, not such as Geraldine had known, of a few 
months only, but lasting, with but few intervals, 
dwring five years of her religious life, and terminat- 
ing only with her death. To the mother-superior, 
who had been, as far as duty recommended, 
in her confidence, Gerialdine applied, to be satis- 
fied that sister Ignatia had really received a call 
from God to the religious life, " for»" said she> '< the , 
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account you have given me of her powers and ap- 
pearance, when she entered the convent, had given 
me the idea that anguish of mind, at having taken 
an inconsiderate, but irrevocable step, had been the 
gnawing worm at the root of that fair tree." 

" No," replied the superior, " sister Mary Ignatia 
was ever fully convinced she was called to the 
religious life ; that, in it alone, she individually 
could find salvation: thus, amongst her many trials, 
the doubt of her vocation never was added. Like 
yourself, sister Mary Paula, my mind has been 
filled with thoughts of this departed sister; the more 
so, that her career and destiny were so closely 
linked with that other sister so dear to us all, our 
own Mary Gabrielle." 

^* Yes!" said Geraldine, "I was much struck when 
mother-assistant told me that these two sisters bad 
been admitted, clothed, professed, and now are gone 
to heaven together." 

" I trust they are together,'* added the mother- 
superior, ** for it is their dying within a few hours 
of each other, and especially sister Ignatia's follow- 
ing sister Gabrielle, that impress my mind^ and will 
impress yours, when I shall have told you their 
relative history. This I am now enabled to do^ by 
the permission granted to father Malone, by sister 
Ignatia, to reveal any part of her spiritual history 
which he may deem likely to benefit others. At 
the time of sister Mary Gabrielle's first application 
for admittance) we were quite unacquainted with 
Miss Bertram, her distant cousin. Several months 
elapsed, before sister Gabrielle, then Caroline 
O'Mara, definitively signified her choice of this 
convent of the order, and was accepted. The 
following day» Miss Bertram called; had a long 
interview with the mother-assistant, who was then 
superior, and was admitted, as you are aware, on 
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the same day, to the surprise and joy of Miss 
O'Mara. Little did we then suspect the voluntary 
martyrdom of Miss . Bertram. In the world, they 
had, from family connexion, been playmates, then 
sister-pensioners at an Ursuline convent, and, on 
their entrance into the world, were friends, and 
thus continued. Such a beinsr, as our sister Mary 
Gabrielle, could not but have been loved, cherished, 
and admired in the world, but she had early given 
her heart to God, and so truly had she given it, 
that she would not return to the convent which had 
reared her, being aware, that to this particular in- 
stitute she was called. She had, however, balanced 
some time before she could renounce her loved 
Ursulines, and Miss Bertram, without betrtiying 
her own secret, awaited her decision. This sacri- 
fice of a beloved community in favour of another 
convent, was perhaps the only conflict which the 
peaceful heart of sister Gabrielle ever knew; for in 
wonderful variety does Almighty God attune his 
human instruments, to form the general harmony.*' 

The substance of the wished-for history was as 
follows: — 

From her earliest childhood, the love and appro- 
bation of those she herself esteemed, had been the 
bane of Harriet Bertram's spiritual progress, and, 
as if to punish her for this want of simplicity in the 
service of God, or as a means to draw her towards 
it, — probably both, — wherever she went, whatever 
she undertook, she found her cousin Caroline asso- 
ciated with her, to gain all hearts, and inspire all 
with the respect which even a child may claim in 
its simple choice of virtue. That which to Harriet 
Bertram was the result of a long contested struggle 
between the superior and inferior parti of the soul, 
seemed the gentle necessity of a pure will in Caro- 
line O'Mara. In the latter was generosity, in the 
former magnanimity. One event followed another, 
VOL. m. — ^24 
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to gladden the heart of one, and pierce that of the 
other, till at length a jealousy, which arose to a 
passion, and led to the mortal sin of envy, took 
possession of the unhappy Harriet. To be emanci- 
pated from the constant intercourse with this fa- 
vourite of Heaven and earth, who had drawn from 
her all hearts, and obscured all her talents and good 
deeds, was the only aim and hope which gave her 
peace; and every effort was exerted to bring about 
this desired event, for she had, at length, owned to 
herself, or rather listened to the suggestion of the 
enemy, that Heaven itself would not be bliss, if 
Caroline O'Mara were in the same mansion of glory 
with herself. 

One night Harriet Bertram was alone, in a state 
of mind exceeding all that she had ever before felt : 
her heart throbbed with agony, and the pulses of her 
head seemed to urge the brain to madness. Again, 
and this time, in the one only choice of her life, had 
Caroline O'Mara crossed her path, to render it 
desolate and dark for ever. Awful Sittings of each 
deadly feeling passed and repassed; each time 
assuming forms more distinct, and her soul was 
beckoned onwards to the verge of hatred and 
despair. Well she knew that the betrayal of her 
jealousy had caused the transfer of the heart she 
prized to the unconscious Caroline — unconscious 
now no longer. And what had been her part? 
The discovery that she had marred the happiness 
of her friend, had only hastened the long meditated 
step of retirement from the world, and too late was 
Harriet to be freed from that thraldom of superior 
merit, under which she had struggled and writhed 
in vain. . . 

She threw open her window, which, from an 
eminence in the vicinity of Ix)ndon, looked over 
that world of interest, of joys, of sorrows, of pas- 
sions, and of crimes. From that distance all lay 
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apparently hushed in midnight repose ; the count- 
less rows of twinkling lights seemed but in homage 
to the sleeping millions ; and thus in outward calm 
stood she who bore within her breast an epitome of 
that vast city. She saw not the scene which lay 
before her, for it was the midnight breeze she had 
alone sought, and it fanned her pallid cheek, and 
raised from it the ringlets, which in that one night 
had turned to grey. And now she sprang suddenly 
from the window, and cast herself on the ground. 
Three hours did she lie prostrate and immoveable ; 
but not a sense, not a nerve was slumbering — and 
at length she arose — the dawn of a new day faintly 
appeared in the eastern horizon, and the dawn of a 
new era to this child of storms. A resolution had 
been struggled for and taken, which but for the 
issue, which proclaimed it to be acceptable to God, 
must have seemed too daring. " Yes 1" cried she, 
"I will follow her who eclipses me. I will live and 
die in her shadow. I will stifle this jealousy by 
every tie, every bond that can destroy it. I will 
love her whom I now hate. Henceforth I defy ye, 
spirits of hell, for I can do all things through Him 
who strengthens me, and Him only will I serve.*' 

We read of instances of a total change of charac- 
ter, from a new and expulsive influence given to 
the mind. Amongst others, of a spendthrift,* who^ 
from beholding from an eminence the patrimony 
then lost to him, became from that hour a resolute 
miser, and at length regained his lost estate; and 
thus for a Heavenly inheritance, did the vigorous 
mind of Harriet Bertram conceive and execute a 
design of far more meritorious daring. Jealousy is 
the passion of obtaining and possessing, to the 
exclusion of another, something that is not God. 
Envy of another's spiritual good does not result 

* Fo8ter*8 ** Essay on Decision of Character.'* 
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from a desire to be loved by God, but by bis crea- 
tures, as being a favourite of God. It is jealousy, 
containing deceit and pride, and is therefore deadly. 
The soul which has truly entered into the pure love 
of God, can be tarnished neither by jealousy nor 
envy, because she is then made aware of the pleni- 
tude of God's love, which is sufficient for all 
creatures. One soul cannot encroach upon and 
disturb another in that boundless ocean. Harriet 
Bertram thus reasoned: and instead of attempting 
to conquer her jealousy by dwelling on, and inves- 
tigating her vexed and irritable feelings, she, as it 
were, left them, as unworthy of her notice, to starve 
and die, while she bent the whole force of her 
powerful mind and heart to the high aim of loving 
God alone. In this her ardent prayer and en- 
deavour, she found an unexpected obstacle in the 
great happiness she enjoyed in her new life, where, 
unlike the idle confusion of the world, each sister 
had her allotted occupations in silence and peace: 
and> Harriet, now sister Mary Ignatia, was as use- 
ful, as much respected, and as much trusted, as that 
bright star which had hitherto extinguished her 
lesser light. Thus, for the first time in her life, was 
she in calm prosperity. She found no difficulty in 
the convent observances, was blessed with perfect 
health, and was in charity, nay, more than charity, 
with all her religious sisters, and began to love her 
present life for the peace and happiness it gave her; 
in fine, she loved it as her end, not as a means to 
conduct her to that end which is God. And so 
skilfully did the enemy conceal her danger from 
her, so skilfullv did he make her believe that in 
entering into religion the great work of her salva- 
tion was effected, that during nearly three years 
she was a model of piety and observance of her 
rule, without the purity of motive, which alone 
qould avail her: the approbation of her religious 
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sisters, and the pleasure of being with them, and 
like them, being, as she afterwards discovered, the 
sole springs of her zeal. ' 

But God did not leave the soul which had once 
generously given herself to Him, to be cheated from 
His service by the wily arts of Satan. By degrees, 
every thing which had detained her on the surface 
of the spiritual life was withdrawn, and, for the safe 
keeping of her soul, and because humility is best 
taught by humiliation, it was permitted that she 
should fall into several mistakes and faults in the 
discharge of her external duties, and even be 
apparently guilty of neglect, involving so much in- 
convenience and disedification, that she forfeited 
much of the confidence reposed in her. 

This trial was followed by nervous attacks ; at 
first, slight ; which terminated in a continued ailec- 
tion of one side of her person, and reacted on the 
mind, whence they originated ; not destroying its 
powers, but the manifestation of them; manner, 
voice, and hearing, becoming confused ; and causing 
her fully to experience the situation of the humbled 
religious, — " That which is pleasing to others shall 
go forward, that which thou wouldst have shall not 
succeed." 

" That which others say shall be hearkened to ; 
what thou sayest shall not be regarded." 

*« Others shall ask, and shall receive ; thou shalt 
ask, and not obtain." 

" Others shall be great in the esteem of men, but 
of thee no notice shall be taken.'* 

" To others, this or that shall be committed, but 
thou shalt be accounted fit for nothing." 

At this, nature will, and in sister Ignatia's case, 
did, repine ; and it was not till after many struggles, 
that she could even bear it in silence ; for the mental 
storms were terrific ; and not only did she rebel 
against the seeming accidents, and misunderstand- 

24* 
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iDgs, which had deprived her of the confi<leiice of 
the community, but she also felt bitterly the loss of 
her quick and skilful habits, and the helpless state of 
her person. 

But, as in that turning point of her life, when she 
determined to live in the shade of another's excel- 
lence, she well knew that of herself the task was 
impossible, — but, through the grace of God, success 
was not only possible, but certain ; — so now, after 
a conflict full as severe, did she resolve to love, not 
only inferiority, but contempt. 

Sister Ignatia was at this time no novice in the 
theory of the religious life. She had been a profess- 
ed nun three years ; and all that could be written or 
said on the subject of humility, mortification, and 
conformity to the will of God, was familiar to her 
understanding. She well knew, that when hqr 
heart also could accept and embrace humiliation 
and contempt, she should enter into the true liberty 
of the spirit; but, as the process had been gradual, 
which had enclosed her soul from the religious com- 
munity around her, keeping her sequestered from 
those hitherto so dear to her ; so was the process 
gradual by which that soul was settled in tranquillity. 

Two years had passed since sister Ignatia, de- 
prived of every employment, and become a pitiable 
object, from corporal disease, had been resolutely 
corresponding with the will of God concerning her. 
She had retired within herself, and the doors of the 
external world being closed by her infirmities, the 
bright rays of Divine grace darting from on high, 
bad showed her the vileness and disorder of the 
soul she had believed already fit to receive his 
crowning graces ; and filled with confusion, she had 
exclaimed, " Who am I, Lord, that I should desire 
honour and esteem 7" She had arrived at the first 
degree of humility, which enabled her to accept, 
without internal murmuring, the disgraces and 
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afflictions sent her ; and to receive the kind atten- 
tions of her sisters as an object merely of their 
mercy ; and now, in order to advance farther in 
this science of the saints, she never permitted her- 
self to expect the removal of her trials, but looked 
steadfastly for the time when, by the grace of God, 
they should assume a garb, and utter a language, 
that should charm her soul. At this time, an open- 
ing occurred for sister Ignatia to explain the cir- 
cumstance which had brought on her the displeasure 
and correction of her superiors ; and at first, a tide 
of joy rushed on her heart, and gave a power of 
speech and expression which she had believed gone 
for ever ; but she resisted this natural eagerness to 
vindicate herself, and on her knees, besought the 
Lord to take the affair so entirely into his own 
keeping, that if it were not for the good of her soul, 
she might never be tempted to disperse the cloud 
which shadowed her. 

Her prayer was heard, and received its reward 
in the following manner. Two new postulants join- 
ed the community. They were not prepared for 
the appearance and movements of this afflicted sis- 
ter ; and in their«first surprise, could not conceal, 
even from herself, their laugh of derision. This, 
which to them, was a subject afterwards of deep 
regret and humiliation, was, for the first time, a 
cause of thankfulness to sister Ignatia; and when» 
on the following morning, she stood in the choir, at 
the opening of prime, tears of joy — of a joy un- 
known before, coursed down her cheeks, as she felt 
an opening in her soul, through which, as each 
word of that " ofTering" fell on her ear, her Divine 
Spouse poured the rich consolations bf his love. " O 
most divine and adorable Jesus, we offer up this first 
hour in honour and commemoration of thy being 
scoffed and falsely accused. O adorable Jesus, by 
the merits of these, thy exceeding great humiliations, 
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we most humbly beseech thy divine Majesty to 
grant us the grace of a humble and contrite heart." 
"For years," cried she, " have I been called by 
thy condescending love to share in thy4iumiliations, 
O my blessed Lord, and I have hitherto shrunk from 
them. O blind and dull of heart, to discover thus 
late the secret of the meek and humble, by which 
alone we are able to know thee, and, therefore, able 
fully to love thee ; for how love and be conformed 
to that which we know not?" From this period, 
sister Ignatia, like Magdalen at the feet of Jesus, 
entered into- the ** sweet repose of a soul recollected 
in her beloved.*'* There, bereft as it were of 
motion, she was to remain : and so fully did she 
perceive, accept, and love this state, that once, on 
partially recovering her hearing, when her superior 
wished to reinstate her in an office of trust, she be- 
sought the Lord, that if it were not from self-will, 
but in a spirit acceptable to Him, that her infirmi- 
ties might never be removed. This farther prayer 
was heard. Sister Ignatia became still more infirnri, 
and apparently vacant, while unutterable consola- 
tions distilled into her soul. On her deathbed, her 
external faculties recovered ; and a few hours before 
her happy soul took flight from the prison of her 
body, when she was informed of the departure of 
sister Mary Gabrielle, she smiled, and calling her by 
her early name, " Caroline O'Mara, my joy is per- 
fected, to know that thy salvation is secured. Yet, 
blessed soul, thou art detained from Heaven for a 
short space, till the slight tarnish given by human 
love and praise shall be effaced, and we together 
enter the bosom of our God !" 

. * St. Francis of Sales, " On the love of God." 
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CHAPTER XXII. 

The loved of childhood^s vanish'd hours . 
Now mourn within her hall, 
That the sweet sound of her gladsome step 
On others ears must fall. 

But their unforgotten names are breathed, 
When, kneeling and alone. 
She TOWS in humble prayer before 
The King of Mercy'^s throne. 

Ibeitx, 



Soon after the death of her two religious sisters, 
and just before she entered on the distant prepara- 
tion for her holy profession, our heroine received 
from the hand of mother Juliana, a pencilled note, 
as follows : — 

" The writer of this is now waiting within your 
convent encldlsure, to know from yourself, whether 
you are willing to remember and admit your un- 
changeably attached, 

Katherine Graham." 

If the change from Geraldine Carrington to the 
widowed Lady De Grey, had affected even the 
weaned and detached Angela, it may be supposed 
that the contrast was' not less striking to Miss 
Graham— from the blooming joyous bride of Sir 
Eustace, to the subdued and placid sister of mercy. 
As our heroine entered the convent parlour, 
Katherine, who was seated at the farther end of 
the room, arose quickly, to meet and embrace her ; 
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but stopping suddenly at the sight of that loved and 
well-remembered countenance, she covered her 
face with her hands, and sobbed with anguish. 

"Katherine," said our heroine, "this visit will 
comfort you. Look on your friend as a happier — 
far happier being than you have ever known her." 

The tones of her voice only increased the emotion 
felt by the warm-hearted and afflicted Katherine ; 
but, at length, by a great effort, she controlled her 
grief, and, opening her arms, pressed the unresisting 
Geraldiiae to her heart. 

" I have been on the Continent," said she, " and 
did not receive your letter till long after its date. 
It was forwarded to my address in Paris, but I had 
then gone to the baths of the Brunnen. As soon as 
I found that what I had taken for romantic dream- 
ing was on the point of being executed, I left my 
party and returned to Scotland, where, after but a 
week's rest, I* crossed from Port Patrick to Belfast, 
and arrived in this city last night. Oh, my beloved 
Geraldine, to have entered a convent some years 
ago would not have been so mad ; but now, when 
so many discoveries have been made of the dread- 
ful system carried on in these pretended asylums of 
sanctity, how can you ? But perhaps we are over- 
'heard ?" added she, lowering her voice. 

"No, indeed, we are not," said Geraldine, smiling. 

•* I shall, however, confine piy, voice to a whis- 
per," continued Miss Graham, " for there may be 
listeners you know not of; or if you do know of 
them, you are forced to keep the secret. Tell me, 
Geraldine, how long have you been here?" 

" Just fifteen months," replied our heroine. 

" Fifteen months," repeated Katherine, ponder- 
ing; "then you have been long enough to have 
discovered much,'if not all, of the machinations and 
villainies of the cloistered life. Are there any cel- 
lars or vaults ?" 
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" I do not know if there are any cellars," said 
Geraldine ; " there are vaults beneath the chapel." 

" Are there, indeed ! Geraldine, tell me, I implore 
you, by our early friendship, by the memory of those 
years in which we thought and 4)rayed alike, all that 
you know respecting those vaults?" 

•* I will tell you all I can know about them," 
replied Geraldine. "There is an outer and inner 
vanity which lie under the chapel and choir; the 
door, at the top of the stairs, which lead down to 
them, opens from the lower corridor ; all which I 
can, with permission, show you." 

" How did you find out all this?*' cried Katherine, 
eagerly. "An inner vault — jsvhat is its use?" 

" The deceased sisters of the convent lie there," 
replied Geraldine. 

Katherine drew her chair close to Geraldine, 
and, in an agitated, imploring manner, whispered, 
" Are you siTre that the dead only are immuced 
there?" 

"Ah, Katherine," said Geraldine, pressing the 
hand ^he held, " I have, indeed, been here long 
enough to have discovered part, if not all, the secrets 
of the convent life, and perceive that it.would be as 
innpossible for those histories from America and 
elsewhere to be true, as for purity to impart corrup- 
tion, and truth a lie." 

" You are taught to say all this,*' said Katherine, 
" or, perhaps, you may be still kept in ignorance ; 
for you well know, Geraldine, how easily you could 
always be persuaded people were sincere and holy^ 
when they were cheating and calumniating you all 
the time. You are to# confiding, to have given 
much trouble hitherto to these convent politicians; 
but again, I well know you, Geraldine; if once your 
eyes be opened, there is no eluding your penetra- 
tion, no curbing your indignation, and you will be 
quickly transferred to that iAner vault, or some 
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equally convenient place, where you will linger the 
victim of credulity. I came prepared," added she, 
still more softly, " to carry you off with me, and 
have a cloak and bonnet in the carriage, which my 
maid is to bring under her own cloak when she 
comes in the dusk to fetch me. We have arranged 
the whole. Jennings is to remain concealed in the 
convent until you, who are to appear as my maid, 
shall have followed me out of the enclosure, and 
reached the * ♦ * * hotel, which is kept by Protest- 
ants." 

The arch smile of earlier days, played round 
Geraldine's mouth, as she listened to this well de- 
vised plan ; and she first asked Katherine why she 
supposed it would be difficult for her to make her 
escape at any time she wished, as she frequently 
left the enclosure with one of the sisters, to attend 
the sick and dying poor ? 

''But this very sister is a spy on you," said 
Katherine ; " did you not write me word that two 
must be together ?" 

"I did so," said Geraldine, ''and at the same 
time, Katherine, I gave you a sketch of our duties. 
Are they not incompatible with the histories you 
have heard ?" 

" I certainly think better of this order of charity, 
or mercy, as it is called, than of any other, because 
some good is really done by these sisters; however, 
I have been informed, that the .interior discipline is 
pretty much alike in all convents of tyranny and 
dark policy, where the victims cannot make known 
their misery,— where one or two designing and 
jealous characters, may woA upon the weak many, 
to crush the object of their haired." 

" The interior discipline of convents is very much 
alike," said Geraldine; "^our rule is originally that 
of St. Augustine, anfl our constitution very much 
like those of the Ursllines, in which order the scene 
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was laid of the cdebcated ^ Six Months in a Con- 
vent.' " 

Katherine looked amazed and even terrified at 
this avowal, ** Is any part of that book true?" said 
she. 

*' The non-essentials are true, and the essentials 
false," said Geraldine ; " therefore it is a more art- 
ful book than any other of the kind published, where 
the romantic exaggerations can only amuse the 
reader. The authoress has evidently been in a 
convent; and had not the consequences been so 
deplorable, I could be much diverted by the mis- 
takes intd which her ignorance, prejudice, and folly, 
made her fall. But instead of commenting on the 
errors and crimes of those who have been permitted 
to follow that order of religious, let me read to yo«, 
from the copy of our Holy Rule, the principle which 
actuates the life of every nun." Geraldine accor- 
dingly returned to mother Juliana, to request per- 
mission to show their Holy Rule to her Protestant 
friend. 

*• My dear sister," said mother Juliana, " we do 
not place our Holy Rule in the hand of every cu- 
rious inquirer." 

*' I am aware," said Geraldine, ''that I am asking 
a great favour; but when I shall have told you, dear 
mother, all the circumstances of this request, I think 
you will indulge me." And our heroine did, at 
length, prevail on mother Juliana to apply for per- 
mission to the mother-superior, to show a copy of 
the rule to her Protestant friend: which being 
granted, she returned with the book to Katherine, 
who opened it with great interest. 

" You will not have time, perhaps," said Geral- 
dine, ** to read the whole, therefore I will point out 
to you the parts wliich contain >the higher duties." 
And she directed Katherine's attention, 1st, to the 
object of the institute: in which it is said, that 
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beside the principal end of all religious orders, such 
as attending particularly to their own perfection, the 
sisters must also have in view what is peculiarly 
characteristic of this institute of the »Sisters of 
Mercy, that is, a most serious application to the 
instruction of poor girls, to the visitation of the sick, 
and protection of distressed women of good cha- 
racter. 

" All this is very good," said Katherine, " except 
your presumption in supposing you can arrive at 
perfection. No one can be perfect on earth, and 
no Scripture reader thinks of such a thing." 

'* And yet," said Geraldine, " it is in the Scrip- 
tures that we find, *Be ye perfect, even as your 
heavenly Father is perfect.' But do not let us 
retrace our steps to the deserted ground of contro- 
versy, on the subject of God's free grace, and man's 
obligation to employ that grace for his salvation : it 
would only be a quarrel of terms and words, for 
we actually think alike, and so do our respective 
Churches, on the helplessness of human nature 
without grace, and its capability of doing all things 
through Him who strengthens it. To keep perfectly 
the first of the commandments, even, is impossible, 
until we^ enter into the next life, for to love the Lord, 
our God, with all our heart, and with our whole 
soul, with our whole mind, and with our whole 
strength, which is to be continually absorbed in 
Him, and to employ all our powers in loving, serv- 
ing, and adoring Him, this is a command equal to 
that of * Be ye perfect.' But, Katherine, it much 
conduces to our spiritual advancement to aspire to 
the highest things, and the apostle advises us to do 
this, saying, * Be zealous for the better gifts;' and 
the great writers on spiritual life, follow St. Paul in 
proposing to us the most perfect kind of virtue and 
devotion ; that by our contemplation of what is best, 
we shall be able, at leasti to perform the duties of 
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Strict obligation. To aim at the least and the low- 
est only, to calculate how little will satisfy God and 
ensure our salvation, deserves that He should with- 
draw the grace vouchsafed to us, and without which 
we can do nothing. Every Christian is bound — O! 
how strictly bound, — to a perfect life, by his bap- 
tismal vows: were they strictly kept by every one, 
there would be no need of cloisters. What is per- 
fection? Is it not a continued union of the spirit 
with God, by faith contemplating Him, and by love 
adhering to Him ? But let us proceed withithe nule 
for the Sisters of Mercy." 

Katherine glanced rapidly through the chapters 
relating to the exterior duties, the poor school, 
visitation of the sick, the admission of distressed 
women to the House of Mercy, all which she felt 
and owned to be in the true spirit of the gospel. 
Next followed the chapters on the three vows : the 
two first she thought beautiful in feeling and ex- 
pression, but when she came to the chapter on 
" Obedience," all the pride and independence of her 
nature arose in rebellion, at what she termed "that 
mean and pitiful vow," and she dwelt with attention 
on every word of the chapter. 

" The mother-superior," said Geraldine, " besides 
the example which she is expected to give her spirit- 
ual daughters of every Christian virtue, is bound, 
under the vow of obedience, which she has herself 
made, to enforce the rule: nor can she command 
anything contrary to it. This being the case, you 
will cease to dread anything when you shall have 
read the chapter * Of Union and Charity.' '* 

Katherine then read aloud as follows : — 

" * Love one another, as I have loved you.' This 
was the special command of Jesus Christ to his 
apostles, and in the accomplishment of this divine 
precept, inseparably united as it is with the great 
precept of the love of God^ consists, according to 
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the apostle, the plenitude of the law. This matual 
love our blessed Saviour desires may be perfect, so 
as to resemble, in some manner, the love and union 
which subsists between Himself and his Heavenly 
Father. This He inculcates in the strongest terms, 
during the last conference of His mortal life with 
His beloved disciples : this was His last dying in- 
junction, which, as a most valuable legacy, He be- 
queathed to all His followers, and by this they were 
to prove themselves really His disciples. 

" 'This mutual union and love should,. therefore, 
eminently characterize religious souls ; this should 
distinguish them, above all others, as faithful spouses 
and servants of Jesus Christ. The sisters of this 
pious institute, founded and grounded on charity, or 
holy love, should, therefore, make that favourite 
virtue of their Divine Master^ their own most 
favourite virtue; this they should study to maintain 
and cherish so perfectly amongst themselves^ as to 
live together as if they had but one heart and one 
soul in God ; this love for one another should be 
«uch as to emulate the love and union of the blessed 
in Heaven. 

" *They shall, therefore, in conversation, manners, 
and conduct, most cautiously avoid whatever may, 
in the least, disturb their union, or lessen in the 
smallest degree their mutual charity. They shall, 
as true followers of God, walk in love, as Christ 
loved us; preserving, above all things, charity, 
which is the bond of perfection ; gaining over souls 
in the obedience of charity, and in sincerity of heart 
fervently loving each other. 

" * They shall be willing, on all occasions, to help 
und assist one another; bearing with patience and 
charity each other^s defects, weaknesses, and im- 
perfections. They shall never enter into disputes ; 
but should they happen to differ in opinion on any 
subject, they shall propose their reasons with cool- 
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ness» moderation, and charity. They shall never 
speak of the fauhs of the sisters, except to the 
mother-superior, and then only with a charitable 
desire of their amendment, and after consulting 
God in prayer, and their, spiritual director. They 
shall avoid all rash suspicions and judgments, all 
jealousy and envy ; and shall always bear in mind, 
to regulate their sentiments on this head, the noble 
description of charity given by the apostle, — 
' Charity is patient, is kind, envieth not, dealeth not 
perversely, is not puffed up, is not ambitious, seeketh 
not her own, is not provoked to anger, thinketh no 
evil, beareth all things, hopeth all things, endureth all 
things. 

" ' As the love and union of religious persons 
should be founded, not on flesh and blood, or any 
human motive, but on God alone, — as their hearts 
should be united together in Jesus Christ, their 
Spouse and Redeemer, in whom, and for whom, 
they should live and love one another, — the sifters 
of this religious institute should banish all. particu- 
lar friendships, attachments, and affections, from 
amongst them ; and shall scrupulously avoid all 
private parlies and connexions, as the source of 
discord and divisions, and as hostile to purity of 
heart, to charity, and to the spirit of religion.' 

" This is all beautiful," said Katherine : " I have 
never read anything more so; it is the perfection of 
Christian love." 

" And mvst be followed," said Geraldine ; " not 
slightly, or partially, but constantly and entirely. 
And now, tell me, Katherine, are you not convinced, 
that it woud be perfectly impossible for persons 
bound by such vows, to persecute each other?" 

•* I admit," said Katherine, " that the theory of 
all this is admirable; but you know very well, 
Geraldine, that theory without practice is null and 
void." 

26* 
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H€^re the frieods were interrufited by a young 
professed sister, who came, on the part of mother 
Juliana, to say, that sister Mary Paula's services in 
the school would be supplied by another novice ; 
therefore she might remain with her friend. 

" That is very obliging," said Miss Graham, **but 
I should very much like to see your school;" and 
she arose to follow the sister. 

" The children," said sister Veronica, " are just 

Ereparing for the ' examination of conscience ;* per- 
aps you would rather see the school at some other 
time ?" 

" No, indeed," said Katherine ; " I know enough 
of the usual routine of schools. I would rather see 
something new, if I may accompany you ; and I 
do not understand what you mean by this public 
examination of conscience, unless it be like the 
methodist manifestation, or experience, of their 
spiritual state." 

As Geratdine perceived that Miss Graham was 
pleased with the young sister, and willing to see 
more of her, she left them, to be ready for the 
examination in the choir before noon, and Katherine 
followed sister Veronica to the scbooUroom, where 
all were prepared to obey the bell. At the top of 
the room, was raised a seat, in which was the pre- 
siding sister, who, on the signal, arose, and gave 
out the short prayer that follows : — 

" * My God, I adore you ; I love you ; I return 
you thanks for all your benefits. Gome, Holy 
Spirit, enlighten my mind, that I may discover all 
the faults whereby I have oflended my Heavenly 
Father.' " 

Sister Ursula then read, in a distinct and impres- 
sive manner, the heads of the examination of con- 
science for that day* 

« * God created me for His glory ; to Jiuows to 
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love, and to serve Him in this life, and to be happy 
with Him for ever io the next. 

" * Do I give gbry to God 1 Could He look 
on me now, and say, ' I rejoice that I created 
that child ; she takes pains to serve me faith* 
fully V '' 

" Let each girl ask herself this question." 

The question was then repeated in the same 
manner, after which there was a pause ; and Miss 
Graham's searching eye was directed to the upper 
classes, where their demeanour led her to hope^ 
notwithstanding the sudden entrance of a stranger^ 
that the solemn question was receiving an answer 
from the heart of each. 

After the pause had continued a few minutes, the 
sister continued : *< *Do I endeavour to know God^ 
by learning what he has taught, which is contained 
in my catechism, and which He requires me to 
know and to practise?' Let each one ask herself 
this question." Another pause, after which follow- 
ed: — 

" * Do I love God ? Should I be unhappy if I 
thought He were angry with me ? and if I dis* 
pleased Him, should I do all in my power to be 
forgiven ?' " — A pause. " • Do I love God 1 Do I 
say my prayers, night and morning? Do I go to 
mass on every Sunday and holyday 1 Do I go 
regularly to confession? Do I hate sin? Do I 
attend to all my religious duties V " 

During the pause which succeeded, the recollec- 
tion of the elder girls continued apparently rapt to 
Miss Graham's admiration ; and she felt no inclina- 
tion to be severe towards a row of laughing eyes» 
which peeped at her through fat .and rosy fingers^ 
from the little class near her. 

The last question then followed* •* * Do I recol- 
lect the fault to which I am most subject V " 
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After the last pause, the sister gave the signal to 
kneel, and said, in the name of each child, — *' < For 
these, and all the sins of my life, I am sincerely and 
heartily sorry. I humbly beg pardon for them, 
through the merits of my Divine Saviour; and I re- 
solve, with the grace of God, not to be guilty of 
them any more.' " 

The Angelus Domini rang, as sister Ursula con- 
cluded. Miss Graha^m remained during the suc- 
ceeding acts of Faith, Hope, and Charity ; with the 
" Litany of Jesus," in which she joined with fer- 
vour; and when the devotions were concluded, re- 
mained some time conversing with the sisters, on the 
various regulations and discipline of the school, with 
all which she was much pleased, and, on our 
heroine's reappearing, willingly consented to the 
proposal of visiting the House of Mercy, which was 
in the opposite wing of the convent. 

"I have often regretted," said Katherine, " that 
while we erect and support pepitentiaries, and 
Magdalen asylums without end, we have no places 
of safety and peace for the innocent. Prevention is 
better than cure; and it is hard indeed, that misfor- 
tune must be accomparlied by guilt before it can be 
relieved." 

Two lay-sisters were superintending the House 
of Mercy under a choir sisrer, who, from a recent 
change of offices, was now sister Margaret. Thp 
tie of country, and of distant kindred, was discovered 
and claimed by Katherine, who engaged in an ani- 
mated and friendly discourse with sister Margaret, 
as she looked over the rooms devoted to the labours 
and repose of the inmates of the house. Some of 
those who were preparing under strict discipline, to 
render ^ome service in private families, had been 
rescued from death,' or worse than death; and their 
histories served to confirm Miss Graham in her de- 
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termination to serve the destitute and still virtuous 
serve nt'out of place. She left a handsome benefac- 
tion for this House of Mercy ; and returning with 
Geraldine into the convent, was shown over the 
principal parts, and then again into the reception 
parlour. 

" I have been greatly interested," said Katherine; 
'' I think the life led here is at once useful, pious, and 
happy; and would be without a drawback if you 
were at liberty to leave it, and could give to God 
the free offering of a willing heart, unshackled by 
vows." 

" But why leave a life that is at once useful, pious, 
and happy?'* said Geraldine. "Why be so ungen- 
erous towards our God, as to lend him our services, 
instead of giving them with all the confiding affec- 
tion of a true spouse." 

" But," said Katherine, " I think it would give far 
greater edification, especially to Protestants, were* 
they to know, that a community, who might dis- 
perse at the end of every year, yet remained firnt. 
to their choice of life through every difficulty that 
might arise. There is nothing inspires a Protestant 
with greater pity, than the bondage of irrevocable 
vows." 

" Because," replied Geraldine, " few Protestants 
comprehend the nature of the union which, by her 
generous surrender, the soul then contracts with her 
Heavenly Spouse. For my own part, and I speak 
the feelings of every sister here, it Would be impos- 
sible for me to offer * the holocaust' for any limited 
period. My voice might be compelled to utter the 
incomplete vows, but I should then be guilty of 
* mental reservation,' for my heart and voice would 
be at variance." 

Katherine was now playing with the rosary wbicb 
hung from Geraldine's cincture, and remained in 
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abstracted thought till the latter said, playfully, 
•* There is one omission^ which has only just occur- 
red to me, — you have not searched the vaults." 

Katherine smiled and sighed. " I do not fear 
anything for you now, Geraldine; I believe you will 
be happy, even while telling these beads ;" and she 
counted the relative number of " Pater Nosters" and 
«* Ave Marias," and again smiled and sighed. 

" The rosary," said Geraldine, "is a combination 
of vocal and mental prayer. It is true that we say 
a great many * Ave Marias,' but during each decade 
there is some mystery in the life and passion of our 
Lord Jesus Christ, on which we fix our minds and 
hearts. To-day we commemorate, each in private 
devotion, the five sorrowful mysteries : the agony 
in the garden — the scourging at the pillar — the 
crowning with thorns — the carriage of the cross — 
and the crucifixion; and while I dwell on each, I 
call to my aid that blessed creature, who in His love 
and sufferings bore the greatest share ; letting my 
mind gently pass and repass, from the words I utter, 
to the subject of my meditation." 

"They are, indeed, subjects," said Katherine, 
" on which the mind may dwell with increased love 
and gratitude." 

" Yes," added Geraldine, " especially in that first 
mystery of love and sorrow, the agony of Jesus in 
the garden of Olives, in which all the other points 
of the passion seem to be comprised." 

Evening arrived, and Katherine Graham confes- 
sed to have no wish to carry on her plot for Geral- 
dine's escape. The few tears she shed at parting 
had no bitterness in them, for Katherine's was a 
generous heart, and she felt comfort in the convic- 
tion of her friend's happiness. She carried with her 
several little keepsakes from the community ; amongst 
the rest, a card, on which, in her countrywoman's 
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olear printing, were the' fourteen corporal and 
spiritual works of Mercy, as defined by the Church, 
viz. — 

1. To feed the hungry. 

2- To give drink to the thirsty. 

3. To clothe the naked. 

4. To harbour the harbourless. 

5. To visit the sick. 

6. To visit the imprisoned. 

7. To bury the dead. 

1. To counsel the doubtful. 

2. To instruct the ignorant. 

3. To admonish sinners. 

4. To comfort the afflicted. 

5. To forgive injuries. 

6. To bear wrongs patiently. 

7. To pray for the living and the dead. 
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CHAPTER XXIII. 

Ours is the sweet repose of hearts repenting. 

The deep calm sky, the sunshine of the soul ; 
Now heaven and earth are to our- bliss consenting, 
And all the Godhead joins to make us whole ! 
The triple crown of mercy now, 
Is ready for the suppliant's^ brow; 
By the Almighty Three forever planned. 
And from behind the doud held out by Jesus' hand. 

KSBLB. 

GERALDiifE continued to dwell with interest of 
. thoughts connected with the two departed sisters, 
and in one of her conversations with the mother-su- 
perior, having expressed a wish to learn the hidden 
life of sister Ignatia; the latter assured her, that the 
hidden life does not require those fences from the 
external world, which were necessary to* the cha- 
racter of sister Ignatia. " She had," continued the 
mother-superior, ** a disposition peculiarly prone to 
live out of herself, and to depend on others for her 
happiness. You, sister Mary Paula, who are so 
much interested in watching the variety of means 
by which Almighty God effects the sanctification of 
his creatures, especially as evidenced in the spiritual 
lives of our two departed sisters, may now receive 
edification from one of whom lam constantly taking 
a silent lesson, and who leads a life more completely 
hidden than even sister Ignatia ; or to speak more 
correctly, she leads a more supernatural life ; for, 
in the midst of exterior occupations, her soul is in 
peace : nothing ever troubles her, because nothing 
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unduly interests her; and whether an arrangement 
succeed or not, as she knows that in the end God 
must be equally glorified, so is she equally and 
calmly pleased ; for she dwells on earth but through 
necessity, — her heart is in heaven. This holy in- 
difference to everything that is not God, produces 
an evenness of demeanour and of temper towards 
all. Many of the sisters have advanced far in this 
blessed science of the interior life, but none so per- 
fectly as our mother-assistant. 

"The mother-assistant!" echoed Geraldine, .a 
little disappointed ; << to own the truth, dearest 
reverend mother, she has not interested me at all." 

*• She does not wish to interest you or any one," 
replied the mother-superior, smiling, ** she wishes to 
be hidden with God; and you see how well she has 
succeeded." 

" I shall with great satisfaction hear more," said 
our heroine, "for, beyond the general edificatioi\ 
she gives jn common with the rest of the sisterhood, 
I cannot recall a single word or deed of the mother- 
assistant, t)y which I should derive profit." 

" She has not been called upon to give you edifi- 
cation beyond what you mention," said the mother- 
superior, still smiUng. " Have you not heard the 
saying, that * if each one attended solely to her own 
business, the convent would be a heaven on earth?' 
No one enforced this more, when mother-superior, 
and no one follows it more truly now she is under 
obedience, than our mother-assistant." 

" I was not aware that she had ever been supe- 
rior," said our heroine. 

" She was not only superior, but at the end of the 
three years, was re-elected. After which, by the 
constitutions of our order, another must succeed to 
the office. Previously to being superior, she had 
been mistress of novices." 

" Then," said Geraldine, " I understand and greatly 
VOL. III. — 26 
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admire the sileDce, the humility, the obscurity of her 
life, as it now appears to me. How great the con- 
Btraint might be over the cheerful harmony of the 
community, if she were obviously remembering 
* how things were,' during her office of superior or 
mistress of novices." , . 

<< The hidden life, to be truly such, must not be- 
tray itself,'*^ said the mother-superior; "a sister who 
desires to be truly hidden with Christ in God, should 
present nothing that could distinguish her from the 
rest of the sisterhood. Her manner, her movements, 
should be so unobtrusive, as to excite no attention ; 
and at recreation, she should endeavour to promote 
the general cheerfulness rather by engaging others 
to talk, than by speaking much herself: and this 
little stratagem of the humble, our mother-assistant 
has perfectly attained. You will do well to observe, 
at the next opportunity, the easy unaffected manner 
in which she will throw out some little topic for 
others to enlarge upon, and then retire into a silence 
that appears not to be such, from the smiling atten- 
tion she gives each speaker. To farther appreciate 
mother-assistant's spirit of recollection," continued 
the superior, " you should know more of her office, 
which is not only, as the name implies, to give aid 
to the mother-superior, and supply for her occa- 
sional absence from choir and other public offices, 
but it is also her duty to inquire into and provide 
for all the wants of the sisters, which, with some dis- 
positions, might lead to incessant talking and bustle. 
She also superintends sister Josephine's charge 
of the clothing for the poor, and the lay-sisters 
in the soup and other food distributed to them. She 
makes out the lists of places to be visited, and for 
the distribution of the charity, after it has been sub- 
mitted to me for approval: and, although the bursar 
has the immediate charge of all the house-keeping 
and accounts, she consults with mother-assistant in 
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every difficulty: so that there cannot be well 
imagined a situation in which the soul is more 
tempted to distraction and trouble about many 
things, than in the office held by her, whose tran- 
quillity of soul I propose as a model for all the sis- 
ters." 

" Mother-assistant is not the only one who avoids 
speaking of herself," thought Geraldine, as she lis- 
tened to these well-merited encomiums from one to 
whom she had given and continued to give her high- 
est meed of praise. 

" When mother-assistant was superior," continued 
her successor, " her exhortations, whether in public 
or private, invariably ended in recommending peace 
to the soul ; and her previous reasoning had been 
so effective, that it was rarely that turbulent or 
vexing thoughts continued to harass those who had 
been to her for counsel and comfort. I have men- 
tioned to you the exterior duties of mother-assistant, 
that you may perceive, not only that they disturb 
not a soul that is once settled in holy peace, but 
also, that you may fully appreciate the humility 
which prevents her from ever mentioning at recre- 
ation or other times, any circumstances relating to 
her own department. No one would be aware from 
anything that falls from her lips, that she held any 
office whatever in the convent. And she might 
almost be said, neither to be seen nor heard in the 
midst of questions and directions of all kinds, so 
great is the calm reserve of her whole demeanour ; 
and obscured and tarnished as ^ human copy^must 
ever be of any perfection of the Deity, to her, if to 
any mortal, might be applied the saying of St. Au- 
gustine, ' always in action, and always in repose.' " 

" This feeling or principle," said Geraldine, "which, 
prevents mother-assistant from ever alluding even 
distantly to her many occupations, might arise merely 
from that instinctive good taste and refinement 
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which would prevent a lady in the world froip in- 
troducing her household concerns, but it is from a 
purer nriotive, that of humility : and this necessity of 
a pure intention must hold good in every demon- 
stration of virtue. Otherwise, a sister may flatter 
herself she is a lover of silence, when she is only 
sullen, very disengaged when she is only very sel- 
fish, and very interior when she is only very indo- 
lent." 

" Self-knowledge," said the mother-superior, 
" which is the preparation for the spiritual life, and 
receives the foundation-stone of humility, is the 
only security against our building mere * castles in 
the air.' " 

"There is nothing I admire more profoundly,'* 
said Geraldine, " than a calm state of mind ; the 
extreme and abuse of which, however, would be 
indolence, and at length stagnation ; and 1 love the 
epithet * holy,' which is a guarantee that the virtue 
to w.hich it is prefixed, is protected by divine grace. 
* Holy' silence, the offspring of humility, and of the 
loving sense of the presence of God, must be twin- 
born with peace." 

"For the obtaining this blessed calm of the soul, 
great and painful sacrifices may be required," said 
the mother-superior, " but wfien once established, 
prayer and watchfulness are alone requisite to pre- 
serve it, and this very watchfulness must be calm." 

" Exterior occupations and contradictions can no 
more disturb this blessed peace," said Geraldine, 
" than do the innumerable boats and vessels, which 
glide on the surface of a calm lake; but let interior 
conflicts arise, — spiritual combats, — and where then 
is the peace, the calm of the soul? Must it not 
resemble that same lake, whose once smooth and 
lucid waters are now tossed and foaming, from the 
bidden tempest nursed within? This calm must 
surely be a supernatural gift, to be totally imper- 
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turbable, and a gift not always granted to the most 
faithful and holy souls, which are often tried by 
interior anguish through the whole of their spiritual 
life." 

"The higher region of the soul may rest in 
peace," said the mother-superior, "although the 
tempest may agitate the inferior part, and 3he will 
calmly suffer this purifying process of interior tri- 
bulation; f^r the peace which she has attained, and 
hopes to regain, she desires not for her own conso- 
lation, but for the glory of God ; not that she may 
enjoy rest, but that she may be enabled to contem- 
plate and adore, without hindrance, the Divine 
perfections, and become, in that contemplation, 
moulded to His image. While, therefore, tempta- 
tions and anguish assail the soul, till she is appa- 
rently overwhelmed by them, and may, like Jonah, 
exclaim, *A11 Thy billows and Thy waves have 

passed over me I am cast away out of the 

sight of Thy eyes,' — she adds with the samfe pro- 
phet, < but yet I shall see again Thy holy temple.' 

" There is a state in which the soul would be 
more apt to lose her btessed peace," said Geraldine, 
" than even under the trials and temptations we 
have described. It is that, in which her calm seems 
to be sunk into a total indifference, not only to 
earthly, but to heavenly things: and she, calmly it is 
true, but stupidly, pursues her way, more vegetating 
than alive; admitting every truth of religion in a 
3ry abstract manner, without a. single emotion of 
gratitude or joy. In this state, when spiritual sloth 
must so reasonably be dreaded, it appears to me, 
that the soul, in rousing from it, and in dread of its 
recurrence, would be in danger of a violent reac- 
tion, and lose her holy calm in the effort to escape 
from'tepidity." 

" The life of faith is a life of humiliation and 
mortification," replied the mother-superior ; ** and 

26* 



806 A TALK Oy OONSCIENCK. 

the soul in the state you describe, is undergoing the 
trial of that faith, without anj other light or support 
that she can perceive. She has to force her appa- 
rently cold heart through all her religious duties, 
without experiencing any reward for her fidelity, in 
the sensible emotions of hope and love ; and, as you 
justly observe, there, is danger of her fearing that 
she has lost them, and of mistaking this aridity for 
sloth. But let her continue faithful to every duty, 
and sloth will not be permitted to steal over her in 
the guise of holy calm. She is beloved of God, al- 
though she cannot perceive it; and loves Him more 
in this hour of desolation, than when she the rnost 
rejoiced in her emotions of ardour and tenderness : 
let her continue watchful and resolute, and she need 
not quit her holy calm for an artificial state of anx- 
iety and care." 

Geraldine, after this conversation, felt much com- 
forted and encouraged. She had justly considered 
the case of sister Ignatia as extraordinary, and not 
to be expected ; yet, it had seemed to authorize her 
belief, that to be fenced from exterior things was 
the only means by which the soul could enter into 
communion and rest with God; but she now per- 
ceived, that when the soul has once arrived at the 
contemplative life, exterior employments do not 
molest her; for the soul has then gained that power 
of attention to God supremely, which prevents the 
inferior attention given to creatures, from disturbing 
her blessed peace. God being not ohly the principle 
of all her actions, but absorbing all her superior 
faculties. She then becomes suspended from crea- 
tures in the will and affections, and united to the 
Divinity, so as to be even lost to herself in His truth 
and love. 

It was with this desire and ambition, that our 
heroine entered on the two months' preparation for 
her holy profession. Her ardour was not abated; 
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on the contrary^ it was more intense than when she 
entered on that for her reception ; but it was now 
silent, calm, little to be perceived by others, and 
requiring not the human sympathy heretofore so 
essential to her happiness. 

She had, during the year and a half past in her 
noviciate, considered the truth, and fully embraced 
it, that the noviciate is the precious time for acquir- 
ing knowledge of spiritual things, and of attaining 
to such a degree of contemplation, that the exterior 
affairs which would surround her after her profes- 
sion, might be as though they were not. She now 
took a review of this period, during which the two 
essential parts of the contemplative life, — mortifica- 
tion and prayer, — had been her study. Mortifica- 
tion, or renunciation, which comprises all those vir- 
tues of patience, humility, and temperance, by which 
we die to ourselves ; and prayer, by which we unite 
with God. This retrospection was calculated to 
inspire her with humble confidence that God would 
continue the good work begun in her ; and while she 
resolved to co-operate faithfully with the grace 
vouchsafed her, she was desirous not to force on her 
way beyond the leadings of the Spirit, remembering, 
that ''the spiritual part of the soul should have the 
same patience with the sensitive part, that she would 
exercise towards another person." 

In the retreat which Geraidine had now entered 
upon, a greater portion of her time was dedicated 
to mental prayer; which consists of meditations on 
those subjects which were most suited to her state 
of preparation. Thus, the early days of it were 
dedicated to contemplating the perfections of the 
Deity, and the benefits confened on her by having 
been created for an immortality of bliss, by her pre- 
servation and redemption, and the more especial 
favours of conversion to the true Faith, and a call 
to a Ufe of religion ; under which considerations, the 
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soul of Geraldine was overwhelmed with sentiments 
of adoration and praise towards Him — the Holy 
One, to whom she was about to consecrate herself 
forever, 

Her meditations were afterwards directed to sin, 
and its direful effects on the soul, as preventing her 
from giving herself entirely to God ! which, even in 
its lesser degree, stains and weakens the soul, so as 
to'expose it to temptation, and to grievous offences, 
even to the danger of mortal sin. 

Applying these considerations to herself, she 
discovered, by rigid self-examination, those tenden- 
cies which she conceived most dangerous to her, 
and as presenting obstacles to her perfect conver- 
sion and entire dedication to God. The three vows 
of poverty, chastity, and obedience, which she was 
about to take, were necessarily opposed, and offered 
correctives to whatever affections or attachments 
yet remained to prevent her perfect union with God; 
and, with her soul washed by tears of contrition 
through the merits of her Saviour, it now panted to 
make an offering of its faculties, its powers, and its 
whole being, to God, on the altar of faith. Thus 
was she led, by a thorough detachment from earthly 
objects, into a fitting state for those meditations 
which followed, and which principally consisted in 
contemplating the life and sufferings of her heavenly 
Redeemer. 

First, on the examples which our Lord, in his 
passion, has given us of a perfect holocaust : the 
first meditation being on His prayer and agony in 
the garden, in which mystery she was principally 
called upon to consider the voluntary acceptance 
which Jesus Christ made of His death ; for although 
He accepted it at the moment of His incarnation, 
yet Vvas He pleased to accept of it anew in this 
solitude of the garden of Gethsemani, and permitted 
the sensitive or inferior part of His soul to feel the 
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bitterness of that all-surpassing death,— and even to 
oppose it, saying, " Father, if it be possible, let this 
chalice pass from me ;" while the spiritual, or supe- 
rior, part of His soul remained immoveable, and 
added, " not my v^rill but Thine be done." In these 
struggles and combats of His soul, when all the 
ignominies, tortures, and derelictions of His passion, 
were spread in foretaste to His mental vision — when 
the blood which had rushed from its natural course, 
burst forth from all parts of His body — when an 
angel was sent to comfort His sacred humanity, he 
accepted the weight of human penalty and Divine 
wrath, and entered on the tremendous death before 
Him. These considerations would make the destined 
spouse of Jesus, then, after His example, conquer 
the repugnance which the sensitive, or inferior region 
of the soul may feel in the mystical death of her 
religious profession ; and, with a generous effort of 
love, let \[\t spiritual and superior part accept this 
death, with all its internal and external sufferings. 

Secondly, in following the Divine Jesus through 
every stage of His prolonged sufferings, in which 
was realized the prophecy of Isaiah, " We have seen 
him, and there was no beauty in him. He was as 
a leper, and one forsaken of God ; a man of sor- 
rows, and acquainted with infirmity." With a heart 
melted by these bitter contemplations, the soul of 
one seeking to live only to Jesus, exclaims, '' O 
Lord, my heart is ready I let my death be like 
Thine, consummated !" 

Pursuing her considerations, she beheld her Divine 
Saviour triumphing over sin, death, and the devil, 
from whom He gathers all the spoils. Now is the 
prophecy of Isaiah accomplished, — " I will arise, 
saith the Lord ; I will be exalted and extolled, and 
I will be exceeding high." Adore Him in this 
glorious state, and while rejoicing with ardent love» 
remember, that all this glory is the fruit of His deatlu 
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The glorious Ascension of our Lord, presented to 
Geraldine a blessed contemplation, in which she saw 
that earth cannot delight her who has spiritually 
risen with Jesus Christ, but that she must seek those 
things that are above, where Christ sitteth at the 
right hand of God ; for, " where her treasure is, 
there also must be her heart." 

Her conversation, likewise, " is in Heaven," with 
God and his angels, so as to converse but little with 
creatures, but reserving herself in interior recollec- 
tion and retreat, for spiritual intercourse with the 
inhabitants of Heaven; speaking to them often in 
prayer, that by this communication, separating her- 
self from the earth, she may become celestial. 

Meditating on the coming of the Holy Ghost, the 
source and principle of Divine life, she considered 
how the apostles, after the Ascension, withdrew into 
solitude, there to await the promised Paraclete, or 
Comforter; thus setting her an example of prepara- 
tion, that the " love of God might be poured forth 
into her heart by the Holy Ghost, who is given to 
us.'' 

The consideration of the great work of Redemp- 
tion could not but give rise to reflections in Geral- 
dine's mind, on her lost condition by nature ; — first, 
in original sin, and then replunged in actual sin ; 
stripped of grace and virtue, in a total incapacity 
to good, and violent propensity to evil; when, not- 
withstanding this deplorable state, God looked on 
her with the design of taking her for His spouse, 
saying, " Let her live ;" that is, the life of grace ; 
and for this end, when she had forfeited her renewed 
innocence in baptism, restored her to His grace by 
the sacrament of penance, anointed her with the 
oil of grace in confirmation, gave her Himself in the 
adorable sacrament of the altar, and having thus 
. rendered her capable of the Divine alliance, is about, 
to take her to himself in quality of his most dear 
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spouse. Thus humbled in her own eyes, by the 
sight of her origin and helplessness, and filled with 
gratitude at the unmerited favours heaped upon her, 
the affianced soul sighs to think, with how many 
more beauties and ornaments of grace would she 
have been enriched from the same bountiful hand, 
had she been more faithful to those received. 

Geraldine was then led to meditate especially on 
the chief of these graces, — namely, on the Holy 
Sacrament of the body, blood, soul, and Divinity, 
of Jesus Christ, by which her soul had been nourish- 
ed and prepared for the divine espousals, and by 
^hich the celestial life was to be sustained in her 
soul ; admiring the means which God employs to 
preserve the union He has contracted ; and saying 
with St. Ignatius, the- martyr, " I take no pleasure 
in corruptible meats, nor do I desire the dainties of 
the world ; I wish only for the bread of life — the 
bread of God; I desire no drink but the blood of 
Him who is incorruptible love, and eternal life." 
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CHAPTER XXV. 

He comes not in power^ He comes not in wrath« 
And the glory of heaven is not on His padi ; 
The children of men bear the monarch of might, 
And low, with the lowly, He veileth His light ; 
Yet, lift up, ye gates, O ye princes, — ^'tis He ! 
The monarch of glory, who comeUi to me. 
Who then is this monarch of glory 1 — reply : 
The Lord strong in battle, the great God on High. 
But, who is this monarch of glory 1 O say ; 
Favoured soul ! 'tis the spouse who has won thee to-day. 
Bt ± Nuir OH BXcsiTiirG thx Blssssd Sacsamsht at 
HEB FBOVsssioir, Saxford Conyekt. 



The day at length arose, calm and bright as their 
hopes, on which our heroine, and her three English 
religious sisters, were greeted with those joyous 
words, "Behold the bridegroom cometh! Go ye 
forth to meet him:" that day which they were to 
consider as the image of eternity, since they were 
then to commence that strict union with God, which 
by His grace, would be at length consummated in 
glory. Their meditation that morning was on the 
worSs of the Prophet Hosea, " And I will espouse 
thee to me for ever. I will espouse thee in justice 
and in judgment, in loving kindness and in tender 
mercy; I will espouse thee in faith." 

The ceremony took place at an early hour, with 
holy mass and communion. The religious sisterhod 
had, at a previous mass, offered up the intention of 
their communion for the novices about to be pro- 
fessed. All was on that day in harmony with the 



A TALE OF CONSCIENGE. 313 

hidden life into which these were to enter. With 
the exception of the pious benefactress of the con- 
vent, all who filled the chapel and choir were con- 
secrated to the immediate service of God. A 
congregation of holy priests and friars, who had 
themselves despised the " empire of the world and 
tha grandeur of the earth," — and whose presence 
was the only thins that recalled our heroine to a 
silent consent ana satisfaction in the sympathy and 
support of hun^an example, — gave her a fpretaste 
of that blessed Communion of Saints to he hereafter 
perfected in glory. 

The procession now began, — preceded, as on the 
day of the reception, by the Cross-bearer, while the 
choir sang the " Yeni Creator;" and having entered 
the choir, Geraldine knelt at the grate ; the act of 
profession, with pen and ink, lay near her. 

The bishop now entoned from the altar, " Emitte 
spiritum tuum," &c. ** Send forth thy Spirit, and 
they shall be created." 

Response. — " And thou shalt renew the face of 
the earth." 

Celebrant " Let us pray. — O God, who by the 
light of the Holy Ghost, hast instructed the hearts 
of the faithful, grant us in the same Spirit a right 
understanding, and ever to rejoice in His consola^ 
tions, through Christ our Lord. Amen. 

The bishop then blessed the black veils which lay 
near the altar, saying, ** Our help is in the name of 
the Lord." 

R. " Who made heaven and earth." 

V. « Show us, O Lord, Thy mercy." 

R. ** And grant us Thy salvation." 

V. " O Lord God of Hosts convert us." 

R. "And show Thy face, and we shall be 
saved." 

V. " O Lord, hear my prayer." 
VOL. III. — ^27 
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R. " And let my cry come unto Thee.'* 

V. « The Lord be with you." 

R. "And with thy spirit." 

V. " Let us pray. — We humbly beseech Thee, O 
Lord, that Thy bounteous blessing may descend on 
these garments which are to be put on the heads of 
Thy servants, and that they may be blessed, con- 
•ecrated, unspotted, and holy, through Christ our 
•Lord. Amen." 

" O God ! Head of all the faithful, and Saviour of 
the whole body, sanctify with Thy right hand these 
coverings of the veil, which for- Thy love and Thy 
most blessed Mother's, Thy servants are about to 
have placed on their heads ; and may they by Thy 
protection, with equal purity of mind and body, ever 
preserve what is mystically signified thereby ; that 
when, with the prudent virgins, they may come to 
the everlasting recompense of the Saints, they being 
also prepared, may be worthy to enter, conducted 
by Thee, to the nuptials of endless felicity, who 
livest and reignest one God, for ever and ever* 
Amen." 

The bishop then sprinkled the veils with holy 
water, in the name of the Blessed Trinity, and 
the following gospel was chanted by the officiating 
deacon. 

" ' At that time Jesus said to his disciples. If any 
man will come after me, let him deny himself, and 
take up his Cross and follow me. Whosoever will 
save his life shall lose it, and he that shall lose his 
life for my sake, shall find it ; for what doth it profit 
a man, if he gain the whole world, and lose his own 
soul ? or what shall a man give in exchange for his 
soul ? For the Son of Man shall come in the glory 
of his Father, with his angels, and then he will ren- 
der to every one according to his works.' " 

The mother-superior and assistant then conduct- 
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ed our heroine to the grate, where, on her knees, 
she was thus Interrogated by the bishop, " My child 
what do you demand ?" 

" My lord, I most humbly beg to be received to 
the holy profession." 

" My child, do you consider yourself sufficiently 
instructed in what regards the vows of religion and 
the rules and constitutions of this institute ? and do 
you know the obligations you contract by the holy 
profession ?" 

" Yes, my lord, With the grace of God." 

" May God grant you perseverance in your holy 
resolution, and may He deign, in His Mercy to 
consummate what He has begun. In the name of 
the Father, and of the Son, and of the Holy Ghost. 
Amen." 

Sisters Camilla, Mary Vincent and Josephine, 
then succeeded our heroine at the grate of the choir, 
being questioned in the same manner by the bishop ; 
after which, the organ pealed forth its rich tones at 
different intervals, and announced the solemn mass 
of the Holy Ghost, during which, the following pray- 
ers were said. 

" Grant, O Lord, to these Thy servants, whom 
Thou hast deigned to adorn with the honour of 
chastity, effectually to complete the work they have 
undertaken ; and, that they may present to Thee its 
full perfection, may they deserve to bring what they 
have begun to a conclusion, through our Lord Jesus 
Christ Thy Son, who with Thee, liveth and reign- 
eth in the unity of the Holy Ghost, one God, world 
without end. Amen.'* 

" Grant, we beseech Thee, O Lord, in virtue of 
thq sacrifice presented to Thee, that Thy servants 
here present may persevere to the end of their lives, 
that the gates being open at the coming of the great 
King, they may be worthy to enter with joy into 
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Thy heavenly kingdom* through Christ our Lord," 

Post Communion. 

" O God, who hast established Thy habitation in 
a chaste heart, look down upon these Thy servants, 
and may they receive Thy consolation whatsoever 
they require, through our Lord Jesus Christ,'* &c. 

The mother-superior then chanted the versicle, 
" Offer to God the sacrifice of praise." 

Response. — «* And pay thy vows to the Most 
High." 

In the meantime, the mother-assistant had taken 
the lighted taper from Geraldine, and given her the 
act oi profession. She then advanced to the grate 
and sang the " Vota mea Domino," &c. ; "1 will 
pay my vows to the Lord, in the sight of all His 
people, in the courts of the house of the Lord." 
Geraldine then knelt, and the Confiteor was said, 
after which, the bishop pronouncing the ^ Domine 
non sum pignus," &c. ; << Lord, I am not worthy that 
Thou shouldest come under my roof," &c., ap- 
proached the grate, bearing with all solemnity the 
adorable Sacrament, which he held before her, 
while she thus pronounced her vows. 

" In the name of our Lord and Saviour Jesus 
Christ, and under the protection of His immaculate 
Mother, Mary, ever Virgin, I, Geraldine Carrington 
De Grey, called in religion, sister Mary Paula, of 
the most Holy Trinity, do vow and promise to God 
perpetual poverty, chastity, obedience and the 
service of the poor, sick, and ignorant^ and to per- 
severe until the end of my life in this Institute of 
our Blessed Lady of Mercy, according to its approv- 
ed rule and constitutions, under the authority and 
in presence of you, my Lord and Right Reverend 
Father in God, Patrick M'Namara, bishop of this 
diocessi and of ^ our Reverend Mother, Honora 
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O'Brian, called in religion, Mary Theresa, mother- 
superior of this convent of our Lady of Mercy. 
This day of in the year of our Lord ." 

Our heroine then marking with the pen given to 
her a cross after her signature, delivered ^he act of 
profession to the mother-assistant, who knelt at her 
left hand, and the awful moment — the concentration 
— the essence, as it were, of the whole solemn rite, 
when her soul having pledged herself to her Divine 
Spouse, was to receive in return His pledge and 
earnest of mystical union : that moment was arriv- 
ed, and the bishop, pronouncing the following 
words, administered to her the Holy Communion. 

** What God has commenced in thee, may He 
Hicnself perfect : and may the body of our Lord 
Jesus Christ preserve thy soul unto life everlasting. 
Amen." 

With feelings far more of Heaven than of earth, 
sister Mary Paula retired from the grato, and the 
three sister- aspirants to the same Heavenly es- 
pousals, advanced each in turn to the grate ; our 
heroine was conducted to the mother-superior, and, 
kneeling, presented to her the Act of Profession, 
and received from her in return the sacred ring, 
which had been previously consecrated by the 
following prayers : — 

"O, Creator and preserver of the human race,- 
giver of spiritdal joy, guide to eternal salvation, 
deign Thou, O Lord, to send Thy holy spirit, the 
paraclete, from Heaven, and Thy holy benediction 
on this ring, that it may be a powerful defence 
against every assault of the Devil. And in Thy 
name I bless f and consecrate f it. In the name of 
the Father f, and of ths Son t» and of the Holy f 
Ghost. Amen." 

When the mother-superior had received from the 
four newly-professed sisters the Acts of their Pro- 

27* 
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fession, and had placed on the finger of each the 
-sacred symbol of her espousals, they retired to their 
usual places in the choir, and from the altar the 
antiphons and prayers continued thus : — 

" Come, Holy Ghost, replenish the hearts of Thy 
faithful, and kindle within them the fire of Thy 
divine love. 

^' O God, unto whom all hearts are open, all 
desires are known, and from whom no secrets are 
hidden, purify the thoughts of our hearts by the 
inspirations of Thy holy spirit, that we may deserve 
perfectly to love Thee, and worthily to praise Thee, 
through our Lord Jesus Christ, who liveth and 
reigneth with Thee, and the Holy Ghost, one God 
world without end. Amen." 

«* We beseech Thee, O Lord, that our actions 
may be preceded by Thy inspirations, and carried 
on by Thy assistance, that every prayer and work 
of ours may always begin with Thee, and by Thee 
be happily ended, through Christ, our Lord. Amen." 
During this last prayer, Geraldine and her three 
companions were instructed to rise, and having 
again advanced to the grate, to kneel there during 
the following prayers : — 
V. " The Lord be with you." 
A. *< And with thy spirit." 
V. " Let us pray. O Eternal God, and Almighty 
Father, who knowest the weakness of human 
frailty, look down, we beseech Thee, on these Thy 
servants, and vouchsafe to strengthen their weak- 
ness with the overflowing abundance of Thy bene- 
diction, that, assisted by Thy grace, they may, by a 
holy, pious, and religious life, be able vigilantly to 
keep the vows which they have made, by the in- 
fluence of Thy holy inspirations, through Christ, our 
Lord. Amen." 
«« Let us pray. . May the Lord Jesus Christ, the 
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Father of mercies, who willeth not the death of a 
sinner, but rather that he be converted and live, who- 
calleth all to repentance in his unspeakable mercy 
and wonted tenderness, may He inspire you with 
true and constant contrition of heart and holy* 
repentance, that you may be able worthily to wear 
the habit of religion and holy profession, and, 
following your holy promises, persevere in His 
holy service, and happily arrive, with His elect, to 
everlasting joys. Who, with the Father, and the 
Holy Ghost, liveth and reigneth, one God world 
without end. Amen." 

The bishop then sprinkling the newly professed 
with holy water, in the name of the blessed Trinity, 
the choir commenced the " Tenuisti manum, &c." 
" Thou hast held me by my right hand : and by 
Thy will Thou hast conducted me : and with glory 
Thou hast received me." 

Response. — " For what have I in Heaven, and 
besides Thee, what do I desire upon earth ?" 

The newly-professed sisters then replied, in 
unison, " Defecit caro meo, &c." *' For Thee my 
flesh and my heart have fainted. Thou art the 
God of my heart, and the God that is my portion 
for ever." . 

The bishop then entoned the ** Veni Sponsa 
Christi ;" " Come, Spouse of Christ ;" which the 
choir continued thus, " Receive the crown, which 
the Lord hath prepared for thee for ever. 

" May the Lord be to thee a helper and protector, 
and paixlon all thy sins. Amen." 

Geraldine then sang the " Suscipe me, Domine, 
&c." three times, in honour of the blessed Trinity, 
the music changing not in air but in key, which 
produced a solemn and touching effect. " Uphold 
me, according to Thy word, and I shall live, and 
let me not be confounded in my expectation." Then, 
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kneeling, she received the black veil from the bishop, 
who said, in placing it on her head, 

«• Receive the holy veil, the emblem of chastity 
and modesty, which mayest thou carry before the 
judgment seat of our Lord Jesus Christ, that thou 
mayest have eternal life, and mayest live for ever 
and ever. Amen." 

Geraldine then rising, .and holding her lighted 
taper, sang the " Posuit signum ;" " He has placed 
his seal upon my forehead, that I should admit np 
other lover but Him." 

The other newly-professed sisters then received 
each her veil with the same forms, and all kneeling, 
the bishop blessed them as follows : 

" May God the Father, who in the beginning 
created all things, bless you. Amen. 

" May God the Son, who, as our Saviour came 
down from heaven, and did not refuse to suffer the 
death of the Cross, bless you. Amen. 

" May God the Holy Ghost, who in the river 
Jordan, rested on Christ' in the form of a dove, bless 
you. Amen. 

" And may He in perfect Trinity, sanctify and 
preserve you all the days of your life, whom we ex- 
pect to come to judgment: who with the Father and 
the Holy Ghost, liveth and reigneth for ever and 
ever. Amen." 

" May the Lord pardon all your infirmities." 

"Amen." 

" May He heal all j'our diseases." 

" Amen." 

'* May He redeem your life from destruction." 

" Amen." 

" May He strengthen and Confirm in all things 
your desire, who in perfect Trinity, liveth and 
reigneth one God, world without end. Amen." • 

Then was entoned the ** Regnum Mundi," &c. 
" The empire of this world and all the grandeur of 
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this earthy I have despised for love of our Lord Jesus 
Christ, whopi I have seen, whom I have loved, in 
whom I have believed, and towards whom my heart 
inclineth." 

" My heart hath uttered a good word, I speak my 
works to the king." 

" I have chosen to be an abject in the house of my 
Lord Jesus Christ. Glory be to the Father, and to 
the Son, and to the Holy Ghost" 

The newly-professed sisters then prostrated them- 
selves, and while they thus lay dead to the world 
and admitted to the sweet joy of the new and celes- 
tial life, the glorious " Te Deum" arose in solemn 
chant, from the holy brethren and sisters in the 
chapel and choir. 

,What were the thoughts and aspirations of our 
heroine, as thus she found consummated the intense 
desires of her heart ? We cannot tell, — we presume 
not to intrude on the holy retirement of her soul with 
God, and henceforth we must conjecture more than 
certify her thoughts ; for she has found the secret of 
that hidden joy laid up for those who seek to be for- 
gotten ; who, turning from the love of God's best 
creatures, — not from weariness, or want of charity, 
— but from a purer, higher motive, have found their 
rest with God. 



Six months after the profession of the four Eng- 
lish Sisters of Mercy, tney returned to their own 
country, accompanied by three experienced nuns of 
the order. If, in the hearts of these Irish sisters, 
some national regret mingled in this farewell to their 
own beloved community, it was superseded by the 
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generous wish to add the sacrifice to those already 
made of home's sweet ties, for the love of Jesus 
Christ, their Spouse : and with still more devoted 
feeling, and more sacred tone, they might have sung 
their native strain, — 



" Thoagb the last glimpse of Erin with sorrow I see. 
Yet, wherever Thou art shall seem Erin to me.^ 



It had been so arranged, that the sisters arrived 
in Elverton on the eve of the Festival of our Lady 
of Mercy, which is the feast of the order. Seven 
years before, had loud acclamations and peals of 
welcome greeted the bride, and heiress of the Manor, 
on her return from the Continent. She now passed 
through the main street of the town, and by the 
lodge-gates of her birth-place, unnoticed, in one of 
two hired vehicles, which conveyed the humble band 
to their new convent ; but on the former occasion, 
she had joined in the penitential breathings of the 
Miserere psalm, while now the song of thanksgiving 
arose in the hundred and second psalm ; and we 
may well conclude that our Geraldine's soul blessed 
the Lord, that all within her praised His holy name, 
and that she forgot not all that He had done for 
her, in redeeming hei^ life from destruction, and 
crowning her with mercy and compassion. 

Father Bernard, Isabel Lester, and a pious as- 
semblage of aspirants for the veil, awaited their ar- 
rival, for solemn benediction and thanksgiving : 
and on the following morning, after the sad silence 
of three centuries, the joyous peal and tQllings were 
heard once more of the " Angelus Domini" from the 
tower of the Abbey; and again did consecrated 
voices send forth their homage to the mysteries of 
the Incarnation. 
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The spiritual and corporal works of mercy fol- 
lowed the duties of the choir, and all within and 
around the Abbey bid fair to realize the motto of 
the convent, — 

** Gloria in excelsis Deo, 
£t in terra pax !'* 



THE END. 
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